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trhemiftocles autem quem virtus fua wiSioremy in^ 
juria patria Imperatorem Perfirum fecerat ^ t^fe ab 
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i turn patera^ tauri fanguinem banfit^ & ante ipfam 
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Af^jy /V ^kafe your Royal Highnefi^ 

H0' YqtiJ^ ^Qnfenting 
> to'Cbi? Addrefs, be; a 
; .1^^ w Iqftance pf ; th^t 
\ condefecn^ing Gpod- 
nefs, ai^d. known , Hutnanity, 
; : A 2 whfch 




DEDICATION: 

i^hick has made your late fafe 
Arrival, one of the Bleffings of 
His Majejfty's Reign ; yet it 
lejlettiithe Prefumption df the 
Author, when 'tis confider'd, 
that a Piece, writ with To honeft 
a Vj^ew, as the Love of our 
Country, and the Caufe of Li- 
berityv <Q«W be no where To pro- 
perly addr^fe'd, as to the Son of 
that Excellent Prince, whofe 
Sword and Councils have done 
more for them than all the 
Pens in Europe, 

Be this little Piece, therefore. 
Sacred to aH thofe growing 
Hopes, and noble Qualities, 
which thefe Nations behold with 
fo much Tranfport in Your 
Highnefs, as the lovely Tran- 
/ fcripts 
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"DEDICATION, 

fcripts of Your Royal Parents 
VircuBsi 



May you ever tread in their 
Steps, and, like them, make the 
Peace, Unanimity, Honour and 
Welfare of th^ Kingdoms, 
and the Prefer vation, the eternal 
Preftrvation of our civil and 
religious Rights and Liberties, 
Tour perpetual Care ; and may 
His Sacred Majefty, by his wife 
and prudent Councils, fo unite 
all his unreafonably divided 
Subjedls, fo ^alm the unnatural 
Feuds and Clamours of ill- 
defigning Men, arid fo fubdue 
the Spirits of his Enemies, both 
at Home and Abroad ; that after 
a long, a long and happy Reign, 
he may leave Your R o r a l 

A3 HiOH-» 



than his Crown, the H^rt^, ; of 
all his Subjedls, and the Glory 
and * P^^fperity J />f ^n- pnited 
people. ; i> h -:' 
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Tour Royal Hishnefs^s 
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Afoy? obedient. 
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^Mtfi devoted, 
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Humble Servant, 
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PREFACE. 



I HOUGH Prefaces are 'Barf 
- idk Things to Verformances 
(f tKs hind, yet. I find my felf 
tmder a Neceffity of 'faying 
f(metbing,bere, both.thatj may return tiiy 
Thanh to the Town for the favourable, 
the very favmrahh Reception this Piece 
has met 'with j and alfo to give fomejlmt 
Jccount, with all Sincerity and Candour, 
as to the Occafion of its writing andpui- 
li/hing. Having always maintmn'd (tbo 
feldam with Succefs) that the Stage might, 
under proper Regulations, he made fub- 
fervient to the propagating the nohleji Sen- 
timents, and the great efl Vhrtuf among 
our People ; and having, many Tears 
A 4 fince 
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im^ludin the i!jktra^er of Tfaemilk^ctesji 
' 0x4- ifh. Ri'Oal Atiftides, / todi a l^filtp^^ 
tkm (sfihhgfi^ *^^ together h iheMad^ 
ner I have done, meerly for my own 
^mufement In the Country, and to juftify 
tuohat I had fo often afferted. It was 
fifiiflod i^rt a much firorter Time r than if 
proper to mention^, and- lay hy mi hngety 
and more entirely negle6ied and fof' 
gotten than is ufual, I believe, infuch 
Writings 5 tiU happening to Jbew it to a. 
Friend, who thou^t better .of it than 
it defer^dy he Jumped . n», to let it 
come out by the €^er of a mile Stuc^ of 
Books t out ef the ^r^s of it, and to 
fatisfy my l}iJincUnation to appear infuch 
an Jffair,hytranfa^ing every Thing.under 
his Cover, This was according^ agreed 
to, and the Copy lodged with Mr. Rich, 
when the Death of my Friend, made it ab" 
folutely neceffaryfor me^ either to lofe the 
Benefit of it intirely, or fo far to(^ear in 
it, as not to let it he ruind by my own 
Negk0) or others Mi/management, fmce 
there wifs no avoiding its coming, into the 
World. 

It 
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-: v\&< .kif0t ^nofW.ptAUfb'd tp^b. any mam 
^fekwfrm of fitting up^finr » ^oety er- id 
kcttlMk aWofwkifhJ^.frmaire fo happ^ 
tv'Jm^dini vr, ^niben they da^ are enokgh 
cjmfiMt'd ly the World. M make others 
ende^^nxmr to inatate them* The .Jmhot 
has his Time and Thoughts engrcfsd leitb 
Matters infimtefy. more noBk,' as fsssell as 
mote delightfitl to him, than to indulge Afiy 
jfmapnations of that kind^ yety iffi mea» 
a Thing can he in the fmalkji Manner 
nf^ {for meer Entertainment is a poor 
M^t) to engage the Attention of ^erjbns 
cf d^ngui/kd 'Parts and KnowUdge, as 
well as Fortune and Tower ^ fo faty as By 
their Mems to infiuepce others (that have 
meamr Views in ABing^ and lower Ways 
<f Thinking^ to entertain higher 'Notions 
If what they owe to themfehes and Cha^ 
ra0erSy to their Countrymen and FelloW" 
Citizens, and the f acred, the important^ 
Trufts matPjf ef them are invefied with in< 
their different Situations : If it can in the 
leafi occajmt in them, a greater Scorn cf a 
little tranfitory Riches, 'Power and Gran" 
deur, and more elevated Thoughts of their 
T^uty to our Excellent Sovereign (than. 

whom 
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■ffieHe<ve;' W^fer Afewjiflr andiler 
Prince}' likjir "flj^d t^e\ ^'f^m)^^d Jik 
Ofices ^i^^\are\to\difebargeyiin> his\andi 
th:eir€ountr^& ^eif^ive^ .either mth ffBtki^ 
w Infancy I fiaU. iUnkiny UtHe^Bdtts;^ 
m^. poor '^Attemp^y -. this Way^ abundai^lyi 
renm'rd&c^* : ■•.'■"•■> " -."v - -. ■ i.'.'\ .V\ ;• ,'\ 
i u But~^^fuch:HQpes are. tm njain ta id- *»*-.. 
, dulgd, awd' t&^^ridkuhm tO'he i;i>^efid'^ 
ta.have.hfeff. the;Kiew offi irmial a^ f^erA 
formamt'^ cmdfo kamngpicb 'Thoughti tOi 
tbofi, ns^ areheiter (Ale to introduce tb^ 
into^ the Worlds and make them as Fa^ion*, 
. ^le/as they are Reafonable 5 IJhall tather 
chttfe to .tahs\ ^atice (of 'what is, indeed, 
fiter for/^tbis'^hce) ibdt tbo' there "are\ 
fime. Itttk; S)evratipns in . tbisi ^iede , from . 
tbff aniieni.IItfiorians^Juebfis Ai:iftlde$^ 
hringikg -xf'sar]: and dyiiag.'wiih T.hemifto'r > 
cles,. .Xerxes 5 ^aj^ijn fir-, md. Martmget 
twith rNcfiptdlertia, . and Attam[\?i.s •/^^c<A 
tion' to Xefxes ^yet^ as'Jh'me - Hi ft or tan s^ 
afitre m^ Ariftidcs died in- that' Country: 
diotitt the. puhUck Affairs, medr that Tivne, 
and.tbat.:lK.€txts aiiually' Jhewd a tinder. 
G^rr^.o/^ Nefiptolema, mrd.made her- a. 
^rJeJtefs of the, Sutiy^izd ibat Artemifia'i : 
;. . .: conjiant 



P R)E;.F A^CIE; 
confl^nt 'Atftindaneel 6n Xerxes s Wars' atid. 
Wenfi»f\ makes, thk ^affion here giixn/her^ 
pa hvap mprc^abhyj h(^e the Liberties. 
I have tahn; are .t». Jeafi pardofiahh^ if 
tfo^approvedhk'^. . > ■ i 

• It^as efpecialjy fo defirahlej aCinum^. 
fimce^^to &ri»j; Ariftidcs^ thatamiahle and 
exahed Cbara&er, into Fiew, andfipro'. 
per '.an Expedient^, hy the . Force .of his: 
Reafbn, Eloquence and mcarrupted In^'/ 
iegrity,. to Mow up the Sparks of. his 
Love toAt;henSy \ which ever lay . giowin^ 
and ffn^hering in the nolle Mreaji of myi 
Hero'j that I hope the Criticks will for-^ 
give fo obvious an Error, which Twilling'^ 
ly fell into^ and above ally Jince I freely 
acknowledge they may find fever al greater 
Ones, which . deferve lefs garter. 

Tety with all its Faults, I did not 
think this ^iece defervdfo fever e Treat" 
menty as to be peremptorily refufed, after, 
the mojl earneft. and early SoJJicitations, at. 
the old Houfi for two Winters together 5 
which, hc^eve^y I have the lefs R^afin 
to complain offince Mr. KicWs great: 
Civility y and . the agreeable ASlion of. 
moji of his . Company, have prevailed on^ 

all 
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«// the unprejudketi^^ar^: ef'^^tbe '3v^f 
pj home euer^ 2)ay a betttr Opmotf; ^ 
this ^iece, and their ^arfrriaance ^cfit^ 
than other ^ But I dmoe it. t& &o6ff Gen< 
tleman that is more capable (f entertahiltg 
the Tof&n ( and mhoy p^J0fyy if more en' 
couragdy might e<ve» do their Country 
Honour) this way, to take l^htice, thh 
if Mr\ Dryden, Mr. Otway, or Mr. 
Southern {nahfefirfi 'Plays mere Co vaflly 
Jhort oftbeir folhwing ones) bad been Jb^ 
fiver efy difcouraged by • the. Managers of 
the Theatre , as Genthmen are no^ixfi our 
Country bad poj 
Ornaments 

. But I twill not enlarge on fa difagree" 
able a Subje^y as it defir'oesy and fhall 
turn to . a more pleafeng one, 'which j the 
ittgntioning the laji of ibofe Gentlemen^ 
puts me in mind oft, nsohich is, that I 
'think myfilf obliged to declare, nsshate'oer 
tolerable Reputation this Piece has got^ is 
ffot a little owing to the warm 'Declara^ 
tions, afid' hearty ZeaJ, which Mr. 
^chern (ntf old Acquaintance, and wor* 
thy Friend) was pleafed to recommend it' 
with, where'C'ver he cam. Be this there' 

fore 



d poj/ibly wanted fhefe great 
of the Stage for ever. 
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fore paid as an tdnefi Dett (ami the laji 
IJhajl-iver t^ Um ifthisimiy diienf 
Qratittitiif to hiijfi^hn and Friendfhip, 
•alio nfver forgot the jmallefi Obligation 
he receipted, or r^mmertdwe gnuttfl he 
epnferf'i oniMim. . 



PRO- 












meUtbefiiOfn[(imfn^^ qtUt.^^^ 

So Sounds^ with Senfe unbutfpend^ , *ufil tbeir Lays^ 
While fweet unntedtiing )Son£fters'gi^n the Says: ^ '* "\ 
Hosvvam is bit yittempt^ wbi>:iapesbis2^9f^\- ).^ 'A^ 
Can raife in us, our Fatbers Souls MOfK,^ ^. ' v 
So tbink like Britons, and be fleas a tike Men ? - 

Tet, ibis to Ntgbt, a Virgin Mufe dSfigns, 
Wbo brings ber ureafures from tbe Grecian ADneSj 
Our Ifle to vijitj Athens* Son revives. 
To form our Manners, and adorn our Lives ; 
S'ill now unfung, Themiftocles appears. 
Great in tbe Praifes of Swo tboujand Tears ; 
^nd brings a Crowd of tbe itluftrious Dead, 
In bopes that Britons in bis^ Steps may tread f 
In hopes your Cpuntrf s Jjove -cj^cb Breaft may fill. 
And Patriots^,a£i like, Grecian Heroes f^iJti ^ 

Ob hlufh fo? eyer, if fucb Hopes are vain f '^ 
Blame your o^n Heart s^andrnt our TUf^ors Strain ; 
Witb boneji Views, bis artkfs ^Scenes he dya't^i^ 
And calls for Virtue, — and difdains Applaufk 
He aims^ not at a Toefs glorious Name, ' '-' rp 
*3/j Britain's^ Blifs be Jeeks, and Bfim^'' s'Tame f 
So make your HeaiFts burn for youtX^iduntry s Good, 
And [com fdr tbat, your IVealtb, your Eafe, your Blood! 
So bold e'en Life, a Srifle ligbt as Air, 
When weigh* d witb confcious'Honour, Srutb, and Her ! 

S'bus, brave Themiftocles performed bis Part ! 
S'hus bigb bis Views ! thus generous bis Heart ! 
Warmed witb fucb S'hougbts, your once-fatnd Fatbers 

Itv'd, 
And tbeir lofk Liberties and Laws retrieved. 
From beftce, this Ifle, admiring Natiofts viezv, 
S['be Seat of Freedom, and of Empire Poo. 
Ob tben bejuft unto Tour/elves ! Exert 
S%at publick Zeal, wbicb fwells tbf pc^triofs Heart : 

S'augbt 
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Kenounceyour FaSlims, and refvereyour Laws! 
Lrt Grecian Virtue f re e^cb Briton's ^Sndy 
Andjhiw tiff puilivk. 'patrons of^nkii^ ! 
AililofffojKfirv1leilemofPowef^or'flacei<^ '■'■'-• 
Preferr'd, hejufi, or Loyalin Bifgrac^. 
Seii^t.your.Country, hik'dhyf^xei^jt-Goidf . „ . 
Freedom and Hohour never Jhould te fofa t ' ' • '■"-'■' 
&orn ! Scotny. the uarrm-imniUd^irft ofGaiHy 
Amtjhewitbatydtf deferve Great C^^kg* Jl/«uldK*i^ I 



Theft Lines to ^be ad4e^ o^^^ tti^ k'^ n o's coming 
to the Houie. 

Suru^ bis heauteous Life, and tbetiee affume 
Virtue to rival ^itntGrcBCBaadKaEr^ i 
JVby JhauiS-'we'copytbem^ wben'SitiiaArfs SCbrMt^ ■^-•^ 
Sbews usfueb great Eftampks tf ear o-am ? 
0jere fits that Prince, wbofe Sword, our Country's Caufe 
Abroad batb fougbt, at Home d^ends our Laws ; 
Wbo, warm for ^aroper. Freedom ftaJC^,^" Blood, 
And Spain and Gaul-j drsad ^yramy ifiitbfiood -, 
Wkw itftke dreadful Fields ofU<ms^ for tb.ee, ; - .. 
He fcom'd e'en Dealb% tbrice b^a^ous^^iberty ! 
Learn then from (£m wbofe Virtnei ^ace bis sbrone, ■% 
Tou are not born ioferve Tourfelves alone, > 

A^fsr Bf itatmiaV tntereft feorn yoitr iwn. - A 
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Xerxes, . < . iitJUiw ittitJt Xfe-/l$c..'tt/4lk«r« 
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Artaban, utetrmPfmipe^dGen^^^^^ 

^tfi&ii»(^*rf Athenian*^ . . 

Themiftocle8,< Npbhman^ G^»^->itfr. Quin. 

Ariftides, General to the Athenians, Mr. Ryan. 






Artemifia, / ^y^i^^Vw fi^^ 







Captive Greeks, Perfian Officers. Guards, Soldiers 

■ and PrUfis: .^ 

^iine is about 20 Hours ^ Scene « ^Lerxes'^ Gr;»p ?i^^r 
tbe temple of this Sun in Magnefia in Afia. 
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THEM ISTOCLES, 

THE 

Lover of his Count ry. 

A C T I. 

S C E N E I. 

Xerxcs'j Carn^ in Magnefia ta Afia. 

£ffffrAKTABAN and Mab.donius- 

Artahan. 
OW the World bends before him?— 

Perfia's Sons 
Have loft the free-bom Souls that 

wariri'd their Fathers, 
And bow their Heads, the Vaflals of 
^bemifioeles, - 
Now by yon rifing Sun (whofe Beams no more 
Aufpicious finile on Perfid) tho' I view 
From hence the banded Force of all our Provinces, 
Thefe armed Millions, that, like ibme vaft Swarm 

B . . . Chcar'd 



a' fHEMIS'tOCLES, 

Chear'd by his Beams, unhiv*d have left their Home 
To feek new Seats of Empire, tho' I hold 
My Country's Glory dear as Life, I loath 
The Power, the Conquefts which this Greek has 
gained her ! 
Mar. How vain's Succels, when Vi6i*ry only lerves* 
To aggrandize this Fugitive ! ^ In vain 
Our populous Eaft here pours forth her Strength, • 
And fends her thronging Nations to the War 
T' avetige on dreece our Royal Xerxes'" Wrongs, 
And wreftle with her for the World's wide Empire ; 
If we, felf-conquer'd, ftill muft wear, my Art ah atty 
This Exile's Chains, and call a Greek our General. 

Art, Curftbe his hated Nation, Name and Lineage, 
And doubly curft thofe ill-ftarr'd Days, Mardonius^ 
When firft this out-caft Wanderer came to Perfiaj 
And fuppliant moy'd our eafy Monarches Pity ! 
With all the fojfi; Delufions ot the Tongue : 
He own'd his Banifliment, avoucb'd his Innocence, 
And call'd on Xerxes and his Gods to fiive 
An homelefs, hopeleis, friendlcls Foe from Ruin, 
Ev'n 1 was mov'd, my yielding Soul was caught. 
And Grief prevailing o'er our antient Enmity, 
Melted my Heart to mourn his injur'd Virtue. 
Fool that I was — detefted be my Tongue, 
I fpoke for him, and wifli'd I could have lov'd him. 
And now, — Oh perifli moft abhorr'd Remembrance — 
Why wilt thou rack my Soul ? ^ [fentments 5 

Mar. JN'ay give it vent, and roufe thy juft Re- 
This Exile in return, thisbanifli'd Fugitive, 
Mounts o'er our Heads, ufurps our Place as Generals, 
Prefcribes the Fate of Jfia with his Breath, 
And diftates Law to us, nay more, to Xerxes^ 
Who like a Cypher fcems to ftand befide him. 
Barely to give his Figure Place and Value. 
Gods ! Where's this Worth in him to raife him thus ? 
Art. None! none, by Mithra! Oh the hourly 
Thought 

Preys 



*: 



I. 



the Lover of his Covhtky. 3 

Preys on my Life.— ——Had he fuperior Merit, 
Pleas'd Td refien my Poft, — but name his Services. — 
*Tis true, — ^he s juft retutn'd froftl conquering Egypt ^ 
Where Ariftides^ his old Foe, was vanquiih'd. 
And half the boafted Force of Greece overthrown. 
But with whofe Swords ? whole Blox)d ? was*t not 

with ours > 
Who with our Cavaliry ftood the dteadful Shock, 
Routed their Horfe, and left their trembling Ph%fanx 
To yield to him, and call thi3 Greek their Conqueror I 

Mar. Yet who in all this Hoft, who thus adore him. 
Hath mentioned us amidft their Songs of Triumph > 
Where's our Reward for all our Toils and Hazards ^ 
^bemifio€les is ftill advanced the higher : 
itbemtjiocies to Morrow leads our Troops {Perfia ! 

To conquer Greece ! nay more ^ Oh Stain to 

Xerxes to bind his Faith with hdlieft Ties, 

Prepares inglorious to efpoufe his Daughtef, . 

To bend, to kneel, apd call this Exile Father. [join*d, 

Art. £ach Hour we ^alt to hear their Hands are 
And may the Gods that watch for Perfia s Good 
Accelerate their Nuptials^ [Prayer ? 

Mar. Beware, my Friend ! what means the impious 

Art. What can I mean but that which makes the 
Of all my Prayers, the Ruin of ^bemiftocles ? [Bulk 
Por know, when Artemifia^ who fo long (lowM 

In Courts and Cafnps, in Peace and War hath fol- 
Great Xerxes^ Fortunes, hoping ftill to Ihare 
His Crown, and Love, the Guerdon bf her Services, 
Shall fee her Hopes defeated in thefe Nuptials ^ 
Her Rage and her Defpair will let at work 
All Engines for her Ruin, and het* Rivars. 

Mar. I hope it well i thence 'tis perchance we now 
Attend her Summons. — Oft fhe has vow'd their Fall, 
Yet ftill theyVe fafc, and we and Perfia fuffer. 

Art. Who can be fefe againft a Woman's Rage, , 
When Love and Empire loft inflame her Thoughts, 
Love, Scorn, Hate, Vengeance roufing in her Soul ? 

B 2 Let 
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Let us affift the Labour of her FafHons, 
And fome Event of higheft Hope may wait them. 
Mar. May Heaven befpeed our Counlels. — — Lo! 

Ihe conies ' • 

Cartels bright Queen, indignant in her Eyes, 
I read the ftruggling Tumults of her Soul. 
Such were her Looks, when on the fatal Day 
Of Salamis^ with Squadrons of huge Ar^ofies 
She charged the dreaded Fleet of curA Tbemijiocles. 
So bright, €0 fierce ihe fhew'd when * Xerxes cry'd. 
My Women fight like Men, my Men like Women ! 

EfJter to tbem ArtemiGa. 

Arte^ *Tis fix'd 1 Oh Perfiansy ever doom'd to fcrve ! 

It is decreed, the Nijptials, the Dilgrace, 

The Blot the Stain of Artemifids Life 

This Minute arc refolv'd. Thefe haughty Exiles 

Muft lord it here, muft wear the Perfian Crown, 
And ftain th' immortal Line^ the Throne of Cyrns. 

Art. Then the laft Stroke is giv'n to our Liberty 
And Artemifias Fame : They find us Slaves, 

And mark us out for Vaflalage. By Mtbra^ 

They ufe us as we merit. Thofe who ftoop 

Like us to willing Bondage, do deferve it ! 

Arte. 'Tis even Co. — Our Faith, our blind Devotion 
And tame Subniiffion to the Will of Xerxes^ 
Have urg*d theft Greeks to fuch opprobrious Infults. 
Hence have they got the Daring to contemn 
My Services, my Love, my Crown, my Charms 3 

My Charms, why name I them ? They are no 

Or Nefiptolema obfcures their Luftre. (more, 

, Mar. Too true. But fay, can Artemifias Soul 

^toop to luch vile Oppreffion ? Can you bear 
To fee your Vows, your Beauty Icorn'd for her ? 

Arte. ' Scorn'd ! fcorn'd ! who dares to join my Name 
with that ! 

* Fide Plutarch, tht verj Wwds. 

What 
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What Woman can bear fcorn'd, and IcornM for her } 
For her, a moralizing She-Philofopher, 
A fedant-tutor'd Girl, whofe awkard Virtues 
&mt[\ of the Grecian School ; whofe li&lefs Form, 
Who, who but Xerxes would compare to mine ? 

Art. To thine ! What ftts that all-beholding Eye 
Of Heav'n, compared to Artemifia here '> 

Arte. My moft fincere and ever faithful Friend, 
How fhali I thank thy Love ? — Yet is't not flrange 
For her, this Thing, this blufliing artlefs Creature ! 
This Ignorant ! Whofe Mirror fcarce has taught her 
Whether (he's fair or no — ; Whole Eyes unskilful ^ 
Shine upon all alike, nor ever learnt 
The Art, the Hcav'ply Husbandry of Beauty, 
Yet e'en for her is Artemifia ft ill. 
Torture and Anguilh ! ftill o'erlook'd by Xerxes. 

Mar, Ungenerous and unjuft 1 

Arf. My Soul with Indignation hears your Injuries. 

Arte. Then think what mine muft fiiffer ! mine 
that feels them ! 
Yielding to her ! Deftrudkion ! I could lofe 
Without a Sigh, my Crown, my Life, my tove. 
But not to her ! not to a worthlefs Rival, 
Without one Charm to countenance her Conqueft. 

Art. Her Charms ne'er conquered X^rxw. — *Tis 
^hemifiocles^ 
To whom your Hopes and ours are made the Sacrifice. 

Arte. Then aim we all our Efforts to tear up 
The Minion's rooted Growth. — *— And therefore. 
Has Artemifia call'd upon your Loves, [Princes, 
That ere thefe fatal Nuptials are acconnJlifli'd, 
We may with general Voice demand of^ Xerxes , . 
That he difmils thefe Exiles, or this Day 
See our united Hofts defert his Staiidards. [join you. 

Mar. Our Troops refentful of your Wrongs, fhall 

Art. Be it refolv'd — 'twill fhake his firmeft Hopes ! 
Qr fhould this fail us, 'twere not ill dejTign d, 
if haply we could gaifn the Sun's Arch-Prieft, 

B 3 0» 
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Old Bagoas^ when the nuptial Rites are lung. 

To feign fome direful Omens to o'ercaft 

That Hour of Hope. It may avail us higWy. 

Arte. That be my Care. — To me he owes his Place ^ 
My Power and Intereft are the God he worflrips. 

We fhall concert this further. It is whilper'd 

This Hour ^bemiftocles decrees to free 

The Greeks^ whom our triumphant A rms enflav'd 

By our late Vidory. This rafli Attempt, 

It he goes thro' with't, as I truft he fhall. 

We will urge home to Xerxes^ as a Proof 

Of his Attachment to ^t-Grecian Intereft. 

He's timorous, rafh and jealous. — Itmuftftiockhim.— 

Art. It has a Face. — Let us a while retired 
Weigh cautioufly the(e Hopes. 

Mar. Behold he comes, whofe Ruin theydo point at 

Arte. ^ Tis he, the Pageant of the Crowd, who rears J 
His Head above you all, amid the Heavens, 
Like fbme vaft Temple form'd for Adoration,* 
That veils within Ibme Wonder-working God, 
And looks with Scorn on every meaner Edifice, 
Oh Perjians^ blulh, is this the Shrine you bow to ? 
Cringe on,you Slaves ! fawn, flatter, make him Great^ 
And raife him high, his Fall iball ftill be greater. 

, [Exeunt. 

JS^fer Themiftpclesj^^rfDemaratus, Guards^ Officers. 

^. Thefe Orders fee difoatch'd — and let Mar-- 
donius . . [Gives Letters^ they kneel 

Arid Artabaniynth all the Captive Greeks 
Attend us here. 

Offic. We (hall obferve your Orders. 

{^Exeunt fome Officers.^ 

^em. O DemaratuSy my old Fellow-Exile, 
The happy Moments, big with Athens^ Fate, 
Ru(h haft*ning on : They call, jthey call our Swords 
To reap the plenteous Harveft of my Rage, 
^d level with the Earth her falling Tow'rs. 
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Yes, *tis decreed, this Miftrefi of the Globe, 
This little Queen of Nations^ (hall no more 
Opprefs the World and me. ' [it, 

hem. Her Cruelty dcferves, your Wrongs demand 
Such ever be the Fate of ill-us'd Power. 

Sfl?. Nay, ihe (hall anfwer all — her Audit's come-^ 
. Methinks I hear thie guilty Criminal's Groans, 
I fee her downcaft Looks, and baleful Eyes, 
That fcoul on her vile Chains in deep Defpair j 
She tears her Hair, Ihe gnafties with her Teeth, 
Whilft, like th' inexorable Judge I ftand,! 
And execute the juft Decrees, of Heav'n. 
And yet — ah ! who can triift his Heart, my Friend, 
Now that the Gods do arm my Hand with Vengeance, 
And lift thefe Hofts by Millions in my Caufe, 
J mourn, I grieve to think that (he niuft perifli — -- 
I iSnd a Calm of Pity ftealing on me. 
And my wrought Blood, that like fome River weird, 
tVith a full Sea of Rage run ftlt and bracki(h. 
Seems with the ebbing Tide to droop andfmk, 
To turn again, and gain its natural Sweetn cis. 

Hem. Do Tjioughts like thefe bpcoq:^e thcwTong'd 

. . . ' Stbemi/ioc^es ? ' 
This Woman^s Tale of Pity-r- Bear my Chidings — 
For, 'tis unn^anly, e*en to join the Nam§ 
Of Pity with fuch bleeding Injuries. [nefs. 

sh&. Moft true — I fee, with Scorn Ifeomy WeaK- 
Thu^ tq the Winds I give it — Yes, my Friend, 
Juftice (hall have her Courfe, tho* Athens falls 
' Beneath her dread Decrees, and finks for ever : 
This Efay, the Gods (hall witnefi to my Vows, 
Of Faith to Xerxes^ and Revenge on her. ; [Spirit. 

Dem. There Ippke indeed the Warrior's iujurd 

ST^. Can I forget ? — O that I could indeed ! [S>ighs, 
Can I forget my barbVous Country's Condud ; 
My Country, Oct me name her {o no more) 
That has difclaim*d my Birth, as I do her j 
Renqunc'd all Intereft in jne ; paid my Service, > 
B4 My 
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My Toils, my Labours, Watchings, Pains and Suf- 

Frings, 
With Bonds ^nd Banifhment! nay, more, y6Heav'nsf 
As tho* flie envy*d me the wretched Power 
Of bearing Life beneath my weary Woes, 
Has fet a publick Price upon my Head, 
And caft my Blood, accurft and tainted, from her. 

Dem. Hard Fate ! By Ariftides^ your known Foe, 
That was decreed, and thro' the Eaft proclaimed ; 
Accused of feigned Trealbns, tax'd with Crimes 
And Plots againft the State, abfcnt, unheard. 
You were condemned, your Family profcrib'd. 
Your Palace raz'd to th* 'Earth, while your poor Infants, 
Unhoused, exposed to all the warriftg Elements, 
Were forc'd to feek you wand'ring thro* the World. 

:^em. O thou haft touched thole jarring Notes lb 
ftrong, > 

They've raised my Soul in Arms to crufli theSorcVefi, 
And blot my Foes from Earth, as they would me. 
Yes, thus abhorred, forgotten, and expung'd, 
The Day's at Hand when they'll remember me. 
When they'll invoke the angry Gods in vain. 
And ftretch their Hands to them, to me, to lave thein. 
Then, when Deftrudtion hovers o'er their Heads, 
And the wing'd Harpy Vengeance girds theni faft i 
When Xerxes' Hofts, like Ibme yaft Deluge, rowl 
Around their Walls, then fhall they find Tbemiftocles^ 
Profcrib'd and doom'd to Death, furvives their 

Menaces, 
And lives to fee their haughty Pride laid low. 

Dem, Bright (hine thofe Hours — But fee, the 
Generals bring 
The Captive Greeks in Chains, to wait your Doom. 

Enter Artaban, Mardonius, and Capti^ves^ chained 
and guarded^ with Ariftides, difguifed in a Slave's 
Habit among them. 

Aft. Hail to the Favourite of the Cods and Xerxes. 

Mard, Hail 
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Mird.lia\\t6 3lbemiftoctes. 

^bem. Princes of Perfia^ hail — I have refblv'd 
To gain, by generous Treatment, thefe brave Men^^ 
To join their Swords with ours in Xerxe^ Caufe 5 
And therefore are we met-r- Ye Soni of War ! 

' [td the Grtciztis. 
Ye noble Gleanings of the fore ^itrrought Field, 
Whom Mars drags haughty chain'd around his Car, 
Too well you proved your Prowefs in the Fight, 

To merit thefe inglorious Bond3 1 Behold, 

Slbemijioclesy your Countryman, and once 
Your Fellow-Soldier, opens thus his Arms, 
Tb fliield you from Deftruftion ; to proteft 
fhe braVe Diftrefs*d, from the rude Wrongs of Power, 
And lift your Fate above a bafe World*s Scorn ! ' 
Again, lo Fortune courts you ! O receive, [dom. 

Receive from me, with Wealth and Fame, your Free- 
And under Xerxes* £nfigns (hare the Realms, 
The Wealth of conquered Greece — What ! none to 
anfwer?'^ * -** ^ . 

Dem. Speak fbme one for *hc reft. . 

^rift. Sure, thus difgufei'd^ no Eye ktiom AriftiBes j 
Then let me ipeak ere thefe Plebeian Souls, 
Lur'd by his golden Bait^, renounce their Country, 

• ' - \Afide. 

Know'fl thou, ^bemift odes ^thztthtik thou fpeak'ft to 
Are Men, bom honeft, free, and brave, as thou art ? 
Grecians and Soldiers ! — Men, whofe dauhtlcfs Souls 
Have fought for Glory in the Fields of Death, 
And for their Country *s Safety fkak*d their Blood ? 
Dar*lt thou then hope, becaufe opprefs'd by Fortune, 
Vifi are thy Prisoners now, that thefe vile Chains 
Should bow our Souls fb low, that we (hould piawn 
Our facred Faith to Xerxes for his Gold ? 
No, Athens knows us for her faithful Sons : 
,^Thus low, thus wretched, flill weown her Caufe, 
And firm, unalterably firm to Honour, 

Wc 
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We ftand unchanged, amidfl: the Shocks of Fate, 
Of pate and Xhee, Themijioeles. ,,, [linger ? 

. ^em. Slave, doft thou know my Power^ and thy 
jirift. No ! but I know thy Weaknefi, and my 
Strength ; 
Thy worft of Cruelties muft end in Death : 
An honeft Death, inore eligible far 
Thau a bafeguilQr Life that's fpent with Shame, 
And hir'd by the Hour to h]urt my Country ! 
Hir*<i by Gold, Pomp, Place, and wretched Luxury ! 
Are thefe thy Arts to win us to betray , - 
Our holieft higheft Truft, our Faith to Aibens ? 

. Tempt Perfian Slaves with Baits like thefe, whofe 
Ne'er knewthe Joy of livingfree and honeft. [Hearts 
iPor u$, whofe Souls are us'dto nobler Views$ ' 

* We hug our virtupi^' Woi^s,aiad fcorn fUch Vilkiny, 
\ ^bem, ;Who l>ijd thiSf Wrangkr fpeak ? r^-r:-- Thejc^ . 

wasaDay, ... .; v. 

When the/^/i'f »i^«jr lypve |i9^,Riade thi; Inipl^nca 
Prove fatal to him, but *tis-now'no more j ./Ac. 
So let it pais amid xnine.pther Injuries. .. ' .. 
Be it our honeft Comfort, ^ f l»t thofc Fo.e^| : . 
Who robbed me of njyiFam^i-.bayc leiS: njeiyil , 
My Innpccinf e and Patience f^ Thofe prote&rhim.^ 
For yop my Friends,' know what I've urg'd, has 

From Pity for your Fat? and "Zeal to (erveyoni. > 

Alas! wmt need h^ve L^of Grm^» Swords - . 

To venge:my Wrongs, for whom, t|?e Eaftern World • 

Appears in Arms; but that! ftill admire 

Virfue diftreft like yoarsj and pleas'd would fliare 

My W^alph, Power, Honours, nay, my Glory with 

you ? --"^— ; ' 

Nor will I take the Advantage of your Boijidage, 
To gain you to our Caufe j free Minds Hke yours,^ 
Loft by Conftraint, by Gratitude are won : . 
Behold, the Proof I give you of n^y J.-QYe, > 

A Proof 
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A Proof, whnch Qreece Ihall bluihing hear, and 

tremble ^ 
While thus, at once, I change your Chains to Free- 
dom. , [Guards unchain them. 

Capt, Thanks to fhemifiocles^ our brave Deliverer! 

jlrijl. rU wear my Chains [to the Guards.'] — God$ ! 
how can one fb brave, 
JBe yet {o falfe, lb cruel to his Country! [afide. 

Mar do. Our Wiflies are accomplifli'd to the full. 

Art. This Deed fccures our Hopes, and fbals his 

Ruin, [afide to each other.. 

Let's h^&Gto Artemifia. [Exeunt bowing. 

^h. You call me your Deliverer ; let thole Greeks^ 
Who, mo v'd with Gratitude, would clear that Debt, 
'Guard with To-morrow's Sun the Perfian Standard. 
One Thing remains, while thus I gain new Friends, 
By Heaven's bell noblcftGift, by glorious Liberty, 
I muft not leave my ancient Foe unpunifh'd. 
WhoeeV among you would befriend ^hemiftoeleSj 
Let him difcloie the lecret Midnight Haunts, 
Vlhere Arifiidesy fince his late Deieat, 
Hides his devoted Head, and half the Wealth 
Of Athens Ihall reward him — — Say, who claims 
This Task of Friendlhip ? 

Captives. None ! none ! none ! 

Ariji. Yes, by my Hopes, I claim it, and with Joy— • 
Ee'n in the Battle, where thy Sword prevailed, 
I law him as he wav'd his flaming Faulchion, 
And eccho'd thro* the Fields Appear, ^hemiftocles^ 
Here meet the Fate thax Athens'" Laws decree thee. 
I law the eager Zeal with which he ftrove. 
Thro' mingling Hofts to hew his Paflage to thee. 
And end thy Triumphs by one vengeful Blow. 
I law him driv'n down the Tide of Battle, 
With tired Arms ftemming in vain the Torrent ; 
And conlcious of his Haunts, before high Noon, 
Thine Eyes^lecure of Yengeanc^ i^all behold him ; 

Con-J 
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Confronted, thou fiialt {et his Guilt before him. 
And prove he wears the Nataie of Juji unmerited. 
^b. 1 languiih for that Hour, but hafte, retire, 

[Exeunt Captives and AriftideS. 
The Royal Xerxes comes *- — O ! thou, my Soul, 
Juft to the Luftre of his Love, overlook 
The Flaws which cloud that Jewefs native Splendor j 
Tho' in the borrowed Majefty of Pomp, 
He plays the Monarch, and degrades the Man, 
Vain-glorious, timorous, fickle, rafli and jealous. 
Still he's my Friend ; and Friendfliip like the Sun, 
Tho* where it fhines, it (hews each Objed plain. 
Yet gilds them with a lovely Brightnefi ftill. 
And warms e'en by Reiie&ion. 

J^ter Xerxes gorgeoufiy drefs'd ; all but Themiftocles 

fall proftrate before him. .[thee, 

Xer. Whence have I loft the Mom, unbJeft by 
Source of my Hopes, thoo Father of the War ! 
Born to my Fame, thro* whom my conquering Arms 
ijave taught the diftant World to own my Power, 
And dread my Force — ^ Thou more than Conqueror • 
That haft defery'd the higheft Name on Earth, 
The Title of my Friend •- — Thus let me fold 
My Hero to my Breaft, who ne'er (hall know 
A Rival there, but lovely Nefiptolema. [Embracing. 

2l&. O ! ever generous, ever gracious, ceafe 

To over-rate my Services To you. 

To you alone, 1 owe all that I am. 

Or can be ; and the poor Returns I've made 

E'en like theTribute oftholeRealms you've conquer'd. 

Serve to confeft my Homage, but can ne'er 

Difcharge the Debt I owe you. [wrong, 

Xer. Now, by our Sword, thou hold'ft the Ballance 
Of lacred Friendfliip, and a Monarch's Love ! 
Witnefi, the Subjeft World o'er which my Throne 
Pre-eminent Rules ; by Thee I reign, I conquer — 
By thee, by our tremendous Name affifted. 

And 
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• And awful Arms, th' JEgyptian Princes fell ; 
By Thee the Grecian Hofts, and Ariftides^ 
Inglorious fled, and l6ft* their Afian Provinces ; 
N^y, more, by Thee I reign in Love unrivard. 
And thou, this Hour, flialt place within my Arms^, 
My Heart's triumphant Tyrant Nefiptolema. 

^b. Such Honours are too great for (?r^r/^» Exiles, 
And far out- weigh our Merit, tho' your Love, 
Great Xerxes^ Love, be thrown into the Scale. 

Ker. By Mitbra no—- 1 think them all too fmall. 

To crown fuch matchlefi Virtue If the £arth. 

The conquered Earth, could yield me greater ftill, 
They ihould be 4ier*s and thine. [come 

^h. With Adions, not with Words, my Days to 
Muft anfwer to luch Goodnefs, that o'er-pays^ 
So far o*er-pays the Pittance of my Service. (Hopes 

Xer. What can o'er-pay the Man, in whom my 
Of Vengeance, Glory, Love and Empire live > 
How my fwell'd Heart exults, to think this Day, 
The great Alliance of our Souls begins. 
Already imoak the Altars of the Gods ; 
Before whofe conlcious Shrines, the Priefts prepare 
Their lo Hymens^ while with joined Hands, 
We call the facred Powers to blefi our Friendlhip, 
And vow Deftrudion to detefted Athens. [thee, 

^h. Yes^XerxeSy by the Gods ! my Heart is with 
And doubly tied by Benefits from you, [Vengeance. 
And Wrongs from Athens^ throbs and fwells for 
Whence ftay we then ? — let's haften and prepare. 
And at the Temple feal our facred Contrad ^ 
And thou, oh Alars! if ere my Sword has done 
Deeds high in Fame, beyond my Hopes and Merit, 
Now blefs thy faithful Vot*ry with Succefs^ 
Let Xmxes" Arms the Grecian Pride lupprefi. 
And let my bale, ungrateful Country fee, 
Sh€ loft herfelf that Day fhe banifli'd me. [ExetfnU 

ACT 
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"act II. SCENE i. 

27?^ PropyUunt^ or Porch of the Uemple of the Sun^ in 
the Camp before Magncfia. Enter Themiftocles 
and Nefiptolema, Guards and Attendants^ Virgins 
in Wbite^ crown d with Garlands. 

^h. T TTyTHencc is this Scene of Tears ? lliall Perfia 
V V A Grecian Exile weep upon the Day [fee 
She mounts her Throne ? Shall Xerxes thus be met ? 
Laft Night I left thee gay amidft thy Virgins, 
And now — Ye Gods !« — give me to know the Caufe. 

Nefip. My honoured Lord, forgive a Maiden's Folly, 
Who looks with Terror on the mighty Task, 
Duty and Love muft fet this Day before her. 
This Day my Heart, my Soul, each Word, each 

Thought, 
Becomes another's Right ^ to Love and XerXes 
They muft be paid, and fet to the Account 
Which Duty claims, and I but ill may anfwer. [thee > 
^h. Can that which gives me Joy, raife Grief in 

Thele Tears have deeper Sources Ihew them to 

me ! [thine, 

Nefip. What cai^ my Bofbm harbour, hid from 
Where ev'ry weightier Thought thy Care hath (own? 
Yet do not ask the Motive of my Tears, 
Which only fpring from melanchoUy Dreamings, 
And Thoughts that rufh on our unguarded Souls, 
As idle Birds, which wing their wandring F^jghts 
Amidft our holieft Temples, where they mix 
Their empty Mufick with our Pray'rs to Heav'n. 
i'b. Hath Nature then prevailed above my Pre- 
cepts, 

And 
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And taught thee that mean Art of fawnii^ Women^ 
Or Men fram'd like them, Flatt'ry and Diuembling ? 
Speak what the Gods and I fliould hear ! — ^Ipeak Truth, 
Truth undifguis'd, and without further Preface ; 
Say, — tell me, whence thou art become a Mourner. 

M/jp. Then witnefs Heavl'n, my Grief js all for 
Left fbme ill Fate attend my Royal Nuptials, [thee. 
And low fubvert that Power they're meant to raife. 
Laft Night! (I tremble when I name the Vifiori) . 
As penfive oh my Bed I watch' d the Hours, 
A fudden Lightning blaz'^d around my Couch, * 
In which Miner'va^ Athens* Guardian Goddefs, 
Shone like fbme Star amidft the glowing Firmament 9 
' In her right Hand a Perfian Sabre gleam'd. 

Which at my Breaft, fhe aim'd with angry Looks, 
And cried. Dye, Traitrefi, by the Perfian Swoi-d 
Thy Charms have drawn for Athens^ Overthrow f 
Amaz'd, with Shrieks I rais'd my fleeping Virgins, 
"When ftrait it vanifhM ^ but hath left behind 
Terrors my Soul can neither hide nor telK 

^'b. Let Fools and Cowards ftart at Fancy's Vifions, 
Thy well-taught Spirit knows thefe Dreams are bred 
From Fumes and Indigeftions, that opprefs 
The Mind, which thus o'er-loaded, ftill throws off 
Thefe Crudities, thefe Ordures of the Soul ; 
As fuch defpife them, and in this be firm ;' 
Thofe Powers who ftill befriend oppreffed Virtue, 
Will crown thy Love, and venge our Wrongs on 
Athens. 

Nefip. So be it, gracious Jove ! and, oh, befpeed 
Our ardent Pray'rs, and right my injur'd Father ? 
If Heav'n be angry, all my Crime ftiall be 
My Hate to Greece^ and my fond Love for you. 

itb. Come to my Arms — thou BlefHng, whom fbme 
Deity [^Embrace. 

Kindly threw in the Baljance of my Fate, 
To make my Woes fcem lightfbme— lo! ta Empejror! 

Baniflt 
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Baniih vam Terrora, kr thy Heart make Rocmb^ 
For its great Qwcft — Love, JBmpire^.Fame ^re ours ! 

Bntet Xerxes mib Guards^ Attendants^ &a 
Xer. Behold, ye happy Perfiansy tho* like me 
You die beholding, where the Queen of Lx>ve, 
Dreftin Ten thouiand Glories, comes to grace 
The Throne of Xerxes — Oh ! my Soufs chief Hope, 
Fond as I am, of Glory and Dominion, 
If half the Monarchs of the wide-ftretch^d Earth, 
Would lay their Crowns and Scepters at my Feet, 
And bribe me with their Kingdoms fi-om thy 

Nuptials, • 
I would difdain them all I — thou beauteous Excellence ! 
For once. Ambition fhould give way to Love, 
And own thofe Eyes are like thy Father's Sword, 
Reiiftlefs and Invincible. 

Nefip. Whatever I am, I owe to Royal Xerxes j / 
Who took me up friendlefs, oppreis'd and deftitute,^^ 
From the bafe Fury of an unjuft World, 
And made me his ; — to that I owe my Worth ; 

* And, like rude Ingots, from their Drofs refin'd, 
I wear your Stamp, and thence derive my Value. 

Xer: No, beauteous Maid, thou might'ft as well 
It is the Worfhipper that makes the Gods, [maintain 
And not the bright Pcrfedion of their Nature : 
No, .1 beheld, admir'd and lov'd thy Virtues ; 
My Soul hath chole thee out, to be her own ^ 
And I henceforth will triumph in thy Arms, 

• And ravage o'er thy (hining Heaven of Beauty, 
With greater Joy, than the all-forming Sun 

Rofe on the new-made World, warm'd by his Beams, 
And bid it bask within its Rays forever. . 
Nefip. Poor that I am ! — I fearce have Words to 
anfwer 

Your Goodnefi, and my Gratitude j but tho(e^ 

Thpfc^ew I have, Ihall all Be Ipent in Pray'rs, 
To make me worthy of you, 

Xer. 'And 
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Xer* Andme^ exalted as I ftaiid, in Merit, 
Above th* Inferior Princes of the Bartb^ 
Worthy of Nefiptolema — ; — — > 

fk Thefe amorous Parleys, better far do fuii 
^he Lover than the Prince 9 Monarchs like Xerxes^ 
Should live to Empire, tho' they ftoop to Love, 
Amidft their meaner Cares— and hark,^ the Gods ! 

; '[Flau^ijhof ioud Mufiih 
The Summons of the Gods, aufpicious, calls us^ 

Xer. This Moment at their Altars, fealS our Vowsj 
Lead to the Shrines our Emprefs — hafte, I follow, 

[Exeunt Them. Nefip. and irain^ &c. 

JEnUr* Artaban and Mardonius, they whifper 
, ' Xerxes. -r — r 
Affairs qf vaft Importance — let them \frait — 

j4rti Sir, We bring 'Things of high Cdncern, irii«* 

porting [hear. 

Your Throne, your Fame, perhaps, your Life, to* 

Xeir. Ha ! — ^IJfe and Fattie, are worth the Hero's 
Thoughts^ * 
^hen let the Priefts, liay, let their Gods attend. 
And all the Biifmefsof the World ftand ftill ^ 
Hete I fhall giv^ you Audience — ^Ipeak, and freely; 

-^fif. Thus, lowly, let me bow, and thank youif 
Goodnefs, ^ {hieelsi 

Who offers Truth to Princes, a6ts their Office 
Who feed our 'Elephants, that oft rejed: 
Their wholelbme Food, and tear th* officious Server ; 
Thus Xerxes will not ad:, nor will he think 
The Truths we bring are biit the Votes of Fadion ^ 
JnTo, he*ll Regard them, aSj indeed, they are, 
*rhe Voice of Nations, and the Groans of Perjia. 

Xer. What nieans this dark Solemnity of Words, 
So big with Danger ? quick ! unfold it to me. 
And if Ifame hidden Treaibnftafctfs our Throne, 
Hafte, name it, and ^bemijlocles fhall guard us. 

Mavi ^hemtfioclesl 

€ ' Art. He 
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An. He may, indeed, — e'en as the Viper's Blood 
Expels the Poilbn of his venom'd Tooth ; 
He is the Source, whence Ipring the Woes we {peak 
He is the Serpent whom your Pity found, [of s 

. Chiird with the wintry Tempeft of his Fate, 
And fofter'd in your Bofbm, where he now, ' 
Chear'd by your Love, fits meditating Death, ' 
And broods his Trealons 'gainfl the Hand which 
fav'd him ? 
Xer, Are thefe the mighty Terrors which you 
Is't then ^hemiftocles that I'm to fear, [harbour ? 
"Whofe Conqucfts bleeding firefh, proclaim alike. 
His Faith and Friendfliip to us ? 

Art. Can he, then, prove a Friend to Perfia now. 
By whofe curs'd Sword, our flaughter'd Countrymen 
By Thoufands fell, and left their bleached Bones, 
Whitening the Grecian Fields) who ting'd the iJ?/- 

lefpont 
With crimfon Tides of Perfia^s nobleft Blood ? 
Whence rofe his Fame, but from your fatal Lofles ? 
Lov'd as he is, 'tis ftill his daily Sport 
To tell his f^tvourite Greeks *, that haughty Xerxes j 
With all liis tumid Boafts, is like the Sword-fifli, 
Who only wears his Weapon in his Mouth, 

But has no Heart fot Battle — and Ihall he. 

This Slanderer, this Greek^ this Foe, this Exile, 
Prefide o*er all your Hofts, and p^etrate 
His yet impcrfed Trealons 'gainft your Throne. 

Xer. Shew he aflaults if Words, like thofe you 

mention, 
Deferve no Credence : — Name fbme Fad, Ibme 
Exifting, independant of your Fears ; [Danger 

And if my flow-pac'd Vengeance lags behind. 
Proclaim me tdrdy— 

' ' ' • .J 

• vide Plutarch. 

Art, Your 
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Art. Ydur Royal Word is{)a^'d^ and thus I claim it i 
And Here to all-beholding Heaven and Xerxes^ 
Arraign ^bemifiocles a fecret Traytor, 
A Foe to Perjia^ and a Friend to Athens. 

Xer. Urge this with Proofs, not Words j let ibmd 
• known A6t 
Evince his Treacher^ i 

Art. And fuch I Ihall t)i'oduce : For know, this "b^j 
f aU the Captive Hofts, the riQng Sun 
Beheld in Bonds, this ba(e, unfaithful £xild 
Hath not left one to grace your Royal Triumpil, 
To publifli Athens' Lofi, and Xerices" Glory j 
All are enfranchised, while, e'en in our Prefenc^ 
• The Tray tdr fnourn'd to fee his Greeks our PrirnerS. 
Xer. How ! — free my Captives ! — but I know 'tid 
fclfej 
By Heav n, I lay, he did not, durft rtot do it ! 
Art: By Heav'n he did^ he dUrft -7- tiay, more,b$ 
dares 
Add to t!he Guilt or fettiiig free your Foes, 
The keeping you, his. facred Lord, in Bondage; 
" Mard. By Mttbra^ true ! Thde Eye* beheld the 
onej 
And ev*ry Ey^ but yours, perceives the bthel^^ 

Xer. 'Tis falfe ! or elfe the Race of Meii are Villains^ 
And he the firft of all the faithlefs Tribe ! 
, It Ihocks Belief! or, if it mufthave Crcdentf^^ 
Say, wherefore did h# free them ? 

Art.^ Nay, ask the Tray tor that, atid bid hiiti oWii 
The Truth he cflinndt hicie— becaUfe tliey'te Greeks^ 
His Countrymdii his Brethren, and ally d 
To all his Treafbns ! born the natural Foe^ 
Of Petfia^ and the Bane of Xerxes^ Glory. 
Xer. My Doubts diftracft me, and I know itot 
which 
Should firft be anfwerM—haftel ievoki Us Orderi ! 

Mard. Impoilible — the Litw^rty hegavefheirt, 
Cam^ not by Halve^j — their Safety and their Flighty 

C a He 
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He hath provided for — they're now difpers'd. 
To crowd the Standards* otdetefted Greece j 
And drench their Swords anew, in Perfian Blood. 

Xer. Furies and Hell ! what, arm my Foes againft 
me? 
This Proof would ftagger e'en the firm^ft Soul, 
And all at once, calls home unto n^ Breaft 
A Thoufand banilh'd Fears, that wifely counfeU'd • 
To' truft a Foe, when reconciled, with Caution. 

Art. Ye guardian *Gods, that waytch for Perfids 
Safety, 
I thank you^ th^ no longer one fall^ Greek 
Can over-poize you all - 

Xer* Could wc, — could Xerxes^ be deceived iftr ?. 
ph 'ti^^too much \ for my own Peace, I ftrive 
To disbelieve it ; for if he's a Tray tor. 
Whom cjan I truft ag^in ? 

Art, JLet my great Mafter truft to thoft, whofc 
F^ty I 

up your Throne, when this curs'd Greek. 
o'or-turn'd it. 
To them, and Artemfia^ and prefer 
Their Faith unfliaken, and her Love unfeign'd. 
To falfe ^hemifiocles axi^ Nefiptolemaj^ 

Xer. What, part wi^h NefiftoletnaJ alas ! 
It wo'not be— and yet, if he be f^lfi;, 
How dare I trqft, hovy; cao I think her true ? 

Art. Well urg'd— befides, a ge^^rous Prince, like 
Xerxes^ 
Will think on, and reward the. Trujtt^ the SulTrings^ 
The Fangs of Artemefia^s J&ithfiil Ppflion : _ 

But fee, (he cpmcs, the glorious Charmer come;^, 

£«/^r Artemefia md her Train^ having overheard 

them. 
To claim your Heart, and grace the Crown, hor 

Arms 
So well protedled, and her Charms deferv'd. 

Xer. Where 
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'Xer. Where (hairi hide myBluflies, lovely Queen, 
Too lovely, and jfeoo injured for my Peace ? 
. Say, how can 1 ^ttone piy paft Negleds ; 
Or, with this Bankrupt Heart, repay the Debt, 
The boundle&Debt of Love, and Truth, I owe you? 

j^rfe. Speak thus, thus kind, and you'll o'er-pay it 
all,. 
Call me your Queen, reftore me to your Heart, 
And drive thefe Exiles thence, who ufe their Power 
To free your Foes, ajid to enflave your Friends. 

Xer. Mdft gladly I would do it for I fear, 

I fear, alas ! ubemifiocUs betrays me ; 
^ And well, too well ! my Heart recalls your Faith, 
Your Love, your Truth, your Services before nie. 
And yqt (ah pity ! and forgive my Wcaknefs) 
When i refleft on lovely NefiptoUma^ 
Her Innocence, her Charms, li?r heav'nly Beauties, 
I would in vain — what would I ? - Gods ! I find, 
I would liot, cannot, *dare not live without her ! 

Arti. Muft I bear this ? — racking^ tormenting 
* Thought ! 

Then muft I ftill be facrific'd to her ? 
My Conftancy, my Love / all, all negledked ! 
For her! for her, this Daughter of a Greek ; 
This darJc, this fubtlo, new-difcover'd Tray tor ! 

Mar. You cannot paint him blacker than his Deeds. 

yirt. HisTrealbns ftand confefs'd; and evident. 

Xer^ He*s abfent, and unheard, and may be inno^ 
cent ; 
His Faith is held fufpe Aed, not condemned : 
Summon him hither— let him ftand impleaded. 
And clearly anfwcr or confefs his Crime. 

Mar. A vain Attempt ! 

Art. Ufelefs to him, or fatal to our Safeties. 

Arte. Has not his Life been one continued Scene^ 
Of Ldfs to Perfia^ and Difgrace to Xerxes ? 
Doth not this laft plain Proof atteflr it all ? 
?ut what avails it ? when the Gods, have ftopt 

C 3 The 
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The Ears of Xerxes^ when his Heart rebels 
Againfthis once-lov'd Queen, his Friends, his Intereft? 

j4rt. Believe not ib. — Xerxes^ my Royal Lord, 
^an, like a God, look thro' the Hearts of Men,' 
Difcerning Truth from Fallhood. — - In his Eyes 
I' read the mounting Paflions of his Soul. 
His Heart relenting hears our faithful Pray'rs, 
While Perjias Genius weeps and calls aloud. 
Save, Ihield me from the Greek that has undone me ! 

Xer. Where would you lead me. Friends >methinks 
I ftand 
Qn cracking Ice, and know not where to place 
My Foot fecure of Safety ! 

yirte. Irrefolute and weal? j — ^ Banifh this Traytor^ 

And ev'ry Danger vanifhes. Reftore, 

Reftore thefe Princes to their high Coipmands; 
And let me rfeign thwn'd in your Heart unrivall'd, 
Thep you'll confult your Safety, nay your Glory, 
And Greece (ball feel from our*unite4 Arms* 
That Fate which now you impotently menace. 
For know, ungrateful Xerxes^ we are vow'd 
This Day for ever to forlake your Standards, 
To own your Caufe no more, unleis fbemiftocles 
And all his Houfe be driven out to Banifbment. 

Xer. Ha! Is'tpoffible? What leagu'dagainfl me? 

^r/. Upon thole Terms our Troops and Swords 
are yours. 

Mar. W ith our beft Services, — when he's deftroy*d. 

Xer. By Heav'n 'tis plain, — a formM Gonipiracy ! 
Confefi'd and glory 'd in ? Is this your Zeal 
For Perjia^ that proceeds from Thirft of Power 

And vain ambitious Hopes? • By Arimaniusj 

My Faith had almoft ftagger'd.with their Treafons, 
I had almoft forgot the Vows, the Services, 
Of Great ^emiftocles^ who at the Altars 
Attends with A^(?^^f<?7^^/^, to join 

Our Hands and Hearts in one eternal Friendfhip ! 
And am I here contriving his Deftruftion, 

And 
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And lift'ning to the Envy of his Foes ? 
Away !— It is too much. — Here, to the Gods. 
Your Accufations I renounce, and aJJ 
Your Menaces, your bale Delertion fcorn'd. 
Here vow to truft my Fame, Power, Empire with 
him ! • 

Arte. Then here, ungenerous Xerxes^ Irenounce 
Thofe great Alliances we once contracted ! 
No more my Hofts Ihall guard the Throne ofCyrus^ 
Nor my Love 'fend thee from the Grecian Arms. . 
Hafte ! bid my Troops withdraw. — Here 1 abjure 

[Sri her ^rairfj fme of whom go out. 

* All League, all Amity .with faithleis Xerxes. '— 

Xer. 5s this the Voice of Love and Artemifia ? 
Think better of it, for with half my Realms, 

I would redeem your Friendfhip; 

Arte. Suq^ Bribes may purchale Grecian Hearts y 
but mine, * 

To Empire cold, to Love alone afpir'd. 
That loft, — ungrateful, dare you own 'tis loft ? 
What Joy is left but what Revenge can give me ? 
By Mitbra^ yes ! Til caufe fuch Wars, fuch Ravage 
Shall fliake your Perfia^ nay, the Eaftern World, 
As with an Earthquake. — Yes, perfidious Prince, 
Since .you no more can hear my Name with Love, 
My Arms,Ten Thoufand Plagues, Ten tlioufand Woes 
Shall make you thmk on it, and me with Terror ! 

[£xi? Artemifia 
Xer. Traytors! youve rais'd the Storm againft 
my Peace ; 
Hafte, — calm it, or Til fweep you from the Earth, 

Like Duft before the Whirlwind. r 

Art. Urg'd by na Motives, but our Country's 

Good **■■ '■ -' — 
Xer. 'Tis falfe ! be dumb, you've dar'd to rufh 
between 

A Monarch and his Love.— I fee at laft, ' 

And fcorn your little Arts.— But know, ^bcmifioclcs . 
• . C 4 Shall 
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Shall triumph o'er your Envy .—Yes, this Moment 
Shall end my Nuptials, and confirm his Power ! 

[jEv^XerMi* 
^rt. He's gone, and with hkn all our Hopes to rife 
Upon this Exile's Fall. — Our fruitleft Labour 
Strives to confine the Torrent of his Power, 
And makes it fwell the higher. 

Mar. I hate thefe Plots. — Keen Swords make twice 
the Riddance 9 
Jjet's boldly join our Troops with Artemifiah. 

Arf. Be not too ra(h. Rfevenge fhould ftill be 

calm.- ' • • • 

Let's feek the Queen, and wait th' approaching 
Omtns; 

But fee, the Temple opens. -Let'3 retire. 

{Exmnt Art. and Mar. 

SCENE opens ^Jhewing a tnitgnificent StE MPLE 
of the. S U Ny finely iUuminated. An , Altar 
pit s Priefts and Chorifters in Cloth of Gold. Mu* 
fick vocal and injirumental 'y TihemiQiocks^ Dema-r 
ratus and Courtiers attending : Xerxes holds Nefip? 
tolema by the right Hand^ both crown d at the Altar^ 
perform the Perhan Kites of Marriage in dumb Sho'ix/y 
the CourtierSyPridfts^Uc aflkneelingy and then the 
0iefPrieft concludes tbe Ceremony with this Song. 

Mithra, thou who favourefi Love^ 
Still fhine on them from above • > 

iVith Fame and Glory hkfs his Arms^ 
ifithendlefs Beauty grace her Charms : 
And as thefe Flames ftill on thine Altars Jbine^ 
For ever let theirs laft^ and bum like thine. 
[At thefe fFords theTemple appears darken' d^ and tbe^ 
Flames on the Atar go out ; all ft art fitrpriz^d. 

X^r. Mighty Gods, are thus my Vows regarded ? 
Nef Avert this On^en, Heaven! 

rhe.Yc 



the iMoer of his Cov is t r If. aj 

g^e. Yt¥mf\Sy fincc Vice utimenac'd 'Icapcs your 
Frowns, 
How cart thefe Rttcs of virtuous Low offend you ? 
Xer. Amazement thrills mcrrOft Tve heard theie 
Omens 
Are but the caiual Accidents of Time ; 
If t;hefe be fuch, whence borrow they their Terrors ? 
Can Heav'n be angry when its firft great Care, 
When Xerxis is poflefe'd of all his Wiflies, 
Oi all its Goodnefi ccmld beftow, o^ ev'n 
My high Defervings daim? — f U not believe it. — -^ 
Let the loud Clarion bid the Heavens put on 
Their better Looks, and cv'ry God in Smiits 
Propitious blcfi th' Alliance we'vfe confirmed. 

[Loud Mufick^ 

Stise. High Heav*n bcfpeed and prolper it.- 

' Xer. Here to the confcious Powers our right Hands 
join'd, \Botb knee} at the Altar. 

Irrevocably join'd, .1 feal my 'Vow, 
Still to purfue ungrateful Greece with War^ 
'Till Tve reveng a the Wrongs of great ^tbemiftocles^ 
'Till fuppliant (he ihall jftoop beneath my Sword, 
Bend to our Prowefs, and attone her Crimes. 

^e. Then hear, thou Sun, and witnefs to my 
Faith, 
Thus vowing here, that "till the Grave entombs me. 
While Xerxes^ warlike Ardour calls me onwards, 
I never will look back.— ^ My Hand, my Sword 
Shall ftill purfue ungrateful Greece with Vengeance, 
TiJl humbrd and fubdu\l fee bends before him. 
And adds new Glories to the Arms of Xerxes. 
Nef. Then hear me^ Heav'n, nor fcorn my faithful 
Prayer ; [Kfieels. 

Oh blefs this great Alliance, bind it firm 
With ev'ry holy Tie of Love and prkndfliip ; 
A^ the fix*d Stars ftill let it fhine relplendent. 
Calm and unmov'd, amidft the Worlds Ificrce I'em- 
pefts! [All rife. 

. Xer. Ir 
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Xer. It is enough ; the holy Rites are done: 
Thro' all our Hofts proclaim a fblemn Feftival. 
This Day we give to Joy, to Love and Peace, 
And all the Luxury of fportive Riot. 
To-morrow's Dawn begins our March for Greece^ 
Whilft we, my Queen, like Mars and Pen us join^ 
To grace the Triumphs of the glorious War. 
Again my Navies fhall the Ocean hide. 
And fcourge and la(h the Billows as they ride, 
Deipife the Tempeft, and opprefs the Tide. 
Again Til ihake the Strength of Greece, and Ipread 
Her Plains with Millions of the mighty Dead : 
Again my Hofts fhall drink her Rivers diy ; 
Her Troops fhall bend, her firm-wedg'd phalanx fly. 
^emiftocks, like Fate, fhall lead the Way,. 
'Till round the conquered Earth I ftretch my Sway,J 
And ride triumphant o'er the Earth and Sea. 

[Exeunt o^nes. 
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ACT IIL SCENE L 

3l»tf Field hefore the Royal P^vilim^ hy the temple of 

fbe Sun. 

Enter Mardonius and Artaban. 

. 
Mar. \ LL ! all's o'erturn'd.-^Spite of your Plots, 

JLX. your Omens, 
The Nuptials are accomplifh'd, and our Hopes, 
That aimd fo high, like Arrows fhot to Heav'n, 
Return with Danger on Our menaced Heads^ 
And threaten Ruin to us in their Fall. 
'. Art. Where is the Help? When every Engine fails 
That Heav'n or Earth could lend to fhake his Power? 

Mar. AU's 
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H/Jar. All's feil'd indeed. — Ye Stars! What unjuft 
Deity 
Holds out the Ballance of our Fate and his. 
That thus he weighs us down ? 

Art. By Hcav'n the aking Thought lies gnawing 
. here, . 

And like a Canker eats my Heart, and drinks 

The 'vital Blood within me. "Perfidy Gods 

Forfeke her, and each Road we turn to hurt him 
Stand up in Arms againft us in the Gap, ' 

And make thefe Dangers which we raife, the Steps 
To his Ambition, to exalt him higher. 
Mankind's in League againft us. — From thefe Heights 
Lo, how the Field is throng'd with revelling Soldiers, 
Who, crown'd with Garlands, fing this Exile's Con- 
. quefts. 

Mar. Curie x>n the fenfeleis Herd, with how much 
Noife ^ 

Their blind Devotion thanks the Gods, who fmile 
To hear them call their hea vieft Woes their Bleffings. . 
See how the blazing Altars fill the Plain, 
Which fmoak with Hecatombs of flaughter'd Beafts, 
That, Kke our Country, pay with their DeftruAion 
For thefe curs'd Nuptials, and the Rabble's Joy. 
Art. Too true, indeqd. -^ — Yet ftill we've one Re- 
fbujrce^ 
To cure their Folly ; for, I hope, the March 
And falling offoiArtemifias Troops, . 
Conjoined with ours, (whep this Fit of Joy 
Cool'd with the Night, makes our Attempt more fafe,) 
May, like a f^dden Tempeft, caufe thefe Swarms 
To hive again, and fuddenly refufe 
To ftir, until the Carian Queen returns 
To head their armed Bands. ' 

ikfor. I hope it well. — Lo, Weftward from thefe 
Plains 
Already her wing'd Squadrons blaze th' Horizon, 
And, like a flaming Torrent, pour around 

. Ifheir 
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^THeif ftreaming Columns on the dufty Field : 

liO Ho ! they move ! — They leave thy Camps, Oh 

Perfia ! 
T4acy bend this Way.— How their Atms glare ! their 

Couriers 
IJ^eSgh in their Strength, and iprightly fpum the* 
Ground. 

Art. The firtn Batallions mardh. The bfeaten 

Cymbal 
' StiFikes on my Hearty and calls up Life within me. 
But fee the Queon, like ibme' immortal yfi^^^ion 
Leads on her banded Powers, and from on high, 
Apid her Chariot, deep embofs'd with Gold, [ 
And flaming with the Diamonds lucid Rays, 
Heads the vaft Squadrons ia their ranged Files. 
She ^mes ! fhe comes ! beipeed her Qivafe^ ye 
Heavens! . ' 

Mar. Fate is in Motion for us once again. 
But, lo, the Queen defcending from her State, 
Moves onwards to this Ground : . 

She comes to chide us, that our tardy Troops 
A A not in concert with her— ~ — I cou'd wiih 
Ypu would, for once, throw off your cautious Counf^s,, 
And, all our Forxes join 'd, retreat together. 

Art. I doubt iiich Meaiures fuit not with our 
Strength, 
jNior with the ticklifh Hour of the Time, 
Apd the mad Soldiers Revels. — ^Hail,'great Queen.— ^ 

Enter Axtias^&aL^rnf d as an Amazon, Guards^Officers^ 

all armd. 
Arte. Are thefe your Vows to join my brave Re^ 
treat ? 
Wear you the Names of Soldiers, and forget 

The failed Ties of Honour ? — Are the Spirits 

Of the old Perfians bury'd in their Graves, 
That qpne dare rife to right me ?—— 

Art. Great 
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Art. Great Qtieto, crc now we'd joiti'd you j but 
you iee 
.The Soldier, drown'd in Wine, enjoys the Feftival, 
And caird to Arms, fhould we.command their Marchy 
It might produce a raih Revolt from Difcipline. 

Arte. Is this a Time to pauie, and preach up . 
Dangers? 
They Ihould be ^eigh'd before, or now deQ)is'd ; 
Your Doubts begin too late, your Fears too early. 
But know,* to name my Wrongs would catch Mei9 

Hearts, 
Where they are Men, and draw ofFHofts to right me ! 

Art. Moft true — - but yet to Day th* Attempt 
ihewsraih, * 

111 fuits the Time, and I could wi(h you'd wait •-"«^ 

Arte. Is it for me to wifb, and wait for Vengeance, 
Which-werc it now within my Gralp, and here. 
Would almoft ieem to come too late to right me. 
No, let us bid Adifu to lazy Wiihes, 
And idle P^rayers, begot by Sloth and Impotence, 
And turn to Ai^ms, and A^ion 

Mard. We. only would propofe it as an Hope 
Of likelieft Confequence, That " • 

Arte. I tell you. Princes, Artemfia$ SouJ 
Was never fram'd to hope, but- to enjoy ! 
By Heav'n, my Spirit matph'd with Clods like your§. 
Such prayiiig, longing Loiterers, is crampt, i 

Like the fi^ee Soul chain'd down to Earth and Body. J 

Aflert your Wrongs, be willing Slaves no more ^ | 

Bid your (hrill Trumpets found a quick, Retreat 
To all your Troops, which join'd with mine, will |hake 
The Soul, the Strength of Xerxes^ and his Exiles 

jMard. Our Hearts are yours ' — ^Our SwoVds 
have flepfr too long 
By their wrong'd Mafters Sides - — - Before the Syin 
Gain its Meridian. Height, beneath your Ba^neifs 
^Our rang'd Hofts Hull ma^ch ^ 

Art. Be 
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Aft. Beit refolvM ! Notfr Fate bdfriend^br end us i 
The Dye is thrown, our Fortune is at Stake, 
And all js let upon the Moment's Hazard. 

Ane. Where is" the Hazard, unto Souls refbfv'cl 

To perifli or perform ? What fliould mejm 

"XhktGrecian Slaves Attendance — Hafte, and meet 

me ' [Exit Artemifia. 

• Mard. We follow, tho' we fell--— - 

• [Exeunt differ enp Ways. 

• • • 

Enter Ariftides di/guifed in a Slaveys Hdhit^ and 

Demaratus. 

Dem. Whoe'er t|?ou art,whole Habit fpeaks a Slave, 
Thy Words confefs the free-born Grecian Spirit, 
Wreftling with Fate, and keeping far at Bay 
The Woes that would opprefs th6e -^ Yet be toldy • 
Now, to cbhrerfe in fecret with ^beniiftoclesy 
When, at the Royal Feaft, he fits on high. 
Is a Requeft would be refiisM to Princes. 

Arift* Bc*t (b : I fee your Princes live and a<9t 
The Slaves of Force, and all-oppreiling Power : 
ButknowjaGf^^ife, tho' dragga to Chain!; indignanf5 
Still dares exert the Empire of his Soul, 
And owns no Power but the Laws and Rcafbn. 
Yet on^e again be tbld, were I as low 
As Fate, or the mean Fears of Fate could lay me, 
I bring a Meflage dT fuch high Concernment, ' 
That v^ett he how in Council with the Gods, 
Dividing out the Empires of the World, 
He might lay by his State, and give me Audiencd 
. Dem. Thy Words are hid in Clouds, and like thcf 

' Voice 
Oijove^ when Heav'n is movM, and the Earth (haken^ 
Thunder amidft the Darknels— Speak, finfold them — 

Ariji, Let it fuffip e to know, that what I bring 
Suits only him to hear, and me to (peak ; 
Which bid him haftc, and learn— If henegle^s 
The Summons, I can only lofe thcfe Moments, 

Milpent 
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Miipent with Thee, and a few honeft Prayers ; 
The Gods may find fomc better way to anfwcr — — 

Dem.Thy SternneC looks like Virtue — wait awhile^ 
And I (hall bring him, whole wide Reach of Thought 
Shall fathom all thy Depths— [Exit Demaratus^ 

Arift. *Tis fix'd I ye Fates, this Hour I fliall learn 
How far the juft and upright Views of Virtue 
May dare to hope your Favours — Righteous Powers, 
Ye Guardians of my G>un try's Fate, belpeed. 
And guide me, while I tread thefe dangerous Paths: 
And Oh, if ever Arifiides fought 
Your Caufe, the Caufe of Truth and Virtue here, 
Profper him now, and let my Words pierce thro' 
The proud, the fwelling Heart of this fbemiftocles ; 
That, like fomeSore, lanc'd by the Surgeon's Hand^ 
It may difgorge the Venoni lodg'd within. 
*Tis true, he holds me his determin'd Foe ; 
But, if his Hate extends not paft the Grave, 
With Joy my Blood (hall feal the Peace oi Athens j 
A trivial Price ! For what is Life, ye Powers, 
If Greece be conquered, and her Sons inflav'd ? 

Enter Themiftocles and Demaratus. 

fb. What art thou ? thkt haft dar'd, with bufy 
Zeal, 
To interrupt the publick Joys and mine ? 
Are thare not Hours enough in Life for Care, 
That this gr^at Sabbath of my Soul muft lofe 
Its Privilege of Peace ? — ^ Know'ft thou, this Day 
I pay to Joy, To-morrow to Revenge, 
The Bufinels of the World, Revenge, and Glory ? 

Arifi. I know it well 3 and therefore am 1 come. 
Like thy good Genius, watchful of thy Fate, 
To wake thy Soul, which, on the fteepy Precipice 
Of thy high Fortune, fleeps fupine, and haply 
May, dizzy 'd with the giddy Heights thou*ft gain d. 
Fall down, thy Fame thine Honour loft for ever. 

r ^hem. Say 'ft 
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STfem. Say'ft thou ? ^teak out — thou fludt be 

aniwer*d liobly ■ 
Arifi. I cannot, till we're private, 
I'bem. fear not •— this Man 19 as niyielf <~ ntf 
Friend, 
Long try'd and known ^ my better Half of SouL 

ylrift. The Ids 1 care to trufl: him— I 've to ipeak^ 
What will dettiand thy moft abftraded Soul, 
And claim the Gods, and Thee, fble Auditors. 
S'bem. And we wUl hiear thee fully — cleave me with 

him 

Dem. Think better on't— This may be ibmc 
Aflaffine, 
Defp'rate, and arm d againft your Life 

i'beni' Be'tib — ^l fee no Hoftshe brings to aid hiqi^ 
He's but' a Man, and has a Man to cope with: 
Leave us alone — And know, when I can fear 
Ought btot the Gods, I aoai no more StbemifiofUs. 

iExit ItemaeatQSir 
Now {peak — unfold thylel^ and thy high Buline& 
Whofe Slave art thou? 

Arift. It matters not ^ but know, whate'er. I ams 
I am no Slavrto Perfia^ Uke STb^mifiocks ; 
No Slave to Xmcts^ and oppreffive Tyranny : 
I have not ibid myfelf to the bafe Views 
Of foul Ambition, and the Thirft of Power $ 
And tho' I wear thele &rvik Marks of Bondage^ 
I'm free, and own no other Lord onfiaith. 
But Reafbn^ and the Gods, from whofn I hoU it 
S^bem. What means this daring Prefece } Wretch^ 

what wooldft diou ? 
Arifi. I would be what I was, and hope to die 
A free-bom Grecim^ bom to ao, and think,. 
As (iuts the noble Being of a Man. 
I would, that thou Ihoulklft dare to he ^bemifiocks^ 
To be thyfelf ! to rcaffiune thy Reafon, 
And wear that highrrais'd Name, which grac'd Thee 
once. 

The 
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The Boaft ! the Prop ! the Friend of thy brave 

Country ! , 

But O, vain H9pe ! thy Power, thy , Pride, ' thy 

Paffions, 
Are all in Arms againft me — — ' Yet I come. 
With Truth, with Reaibn and the Gods, to Hrlend^ 
To take a jiearer Prdlpeft o£ thy Soul, 
And boldly lay great ytbens^ Wrongs before Thee. 
2'bem. Ruin not upon thy Death — my Hand is 
arm'd. ' {half drawing. 

Arift. True, with thy Sword — but I am arm d 
with Innocence, 
Lels penetrable than the Steel-ribb'd Coats 
That hamefs round thy Warriors — O fbemtftoclesj 
Thy Sword is blunt, and thy ftrong Arm is Sinewlds 
To Souls like mine, who in an honeft Death 
Behold no Terroi^s like a guilty Life, 
Blotted with Wrongs, Injuftice, and OpprelBon, 

Daring and great as Thine — i 

^bem. Vile Wretch ! Behold how calm the guilt- 
Icfs Soul 
Can Imile at Malice — be my Scorn thy Safety. 
Thau'ft learnt among thy free-born Greeks to think 
Slander and Envy are the Patriot's Virtues ; 
Therefore bark .on! rail! name that A&, that Thing, 
•Which can attaint my Fame with fuch Difhonours, 
Arift. I will — Think of that Field befinear'd with 
Blood, 
When thy fell Sword loaded th' JE^ptian Plain 
With the red Carnage of the vanquifti^dGr^^Aj, 
Thy murder'd Brethren — Think! recall the Hour, 
When choak'd with Gore, and gaih'd with gaping 

. Wounds, 
They cry'd in vain, 7*bemiftoclesj have Mercy ! 
Save, fave thy Kindred Tribes, and ftop the Slaughter 1 
Stb. Slanderer, 'tis falfe, moft falfe ! My pierced 
Heart 
Bled at their Cries, and my fond Byes pour'd Tears, 

D Paft 
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Faft as their Wounds ftream'd Blood — Thro* the 

mixM Hofts , 

I rufti'd, I flew, and lav'd the Lives of Thoudnds. 
Arift. Yes, to refcrve them for new Woes, new 
Injuries, 
To lead them boaftfol to adorn thy Triumphs, 
And fhew thy Petfian Staves, a Sight, before 
Unknown, the Grecians chained and bound — O 

Heaven! 
Where flept, that Day, the Soul of this ST'^^/^i^or/^j, 
That Mercy could not wake it ! Lo, thefe Bohds 

[fiiaAes bis Chains. 
That rattle in Thine Ears ; 'tis Thou haft tyM them : 
Are thefc the due Rewards of all my Toils, 
For fighting for my Country in the Field? 
For our dear native Soil, the Land of Liberty 5 
For Greece^ the favourite Nation of the Gods : 
When, like a Robber,Thou o*er-match'd our Strength, 
And tore my deareft Wiealth, rty Freedom, from me ! 
^bem. Ifthat were Guilt, that Guilt is wip'd away. 
Since he, who tied thofe Bonds, did^looie them too, 
Pity'd your Sufferings, and reftor'd your Freedom. 
j4rijl. At laft you did fb — true ^^ but on fiich 
Terms, 
That I am come to render back thy Gifts, 
And tell thee I prefer my Chains before them. 
Think'ft thou, ^bemiftix:l€s^ thy urtjuft Shackles, 
Can bow a Grecian Soul to ftoop fb low. 
To guard thy Tyrant's Standards ; to unloofe 
The everlafting Bonds that ought to tie 
The brave Man to his Country, to his Confcicnce ? 
To bribe him, with bis Freedoin-, to embrace 
The Slav'ry of Hell • and like the Fiends, 
Condemned to all the Stings of hof rid Guilt, 
Wagfe favage Cbnflid, and unnatural War, 
E'en with that Power, whence they derived their 

Being ? 
Ah no ! Such Terms difgrace the genVous Views, 

For 



J 



[throws off bis Difguife. 
J, 'tis he! — Tve tound 
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For which alone, Grecians are wont to live. 

Or bravely chooie to die 

i^bem. Go, get thee hence — ^begone — (The Ser- 
pent's Tongue, 
Hadi with its Venom pierc'd.my Heart, and thrilJ'd 
The boiling Flood that warm'd it [afide^ Have 

done — ^ away — t 

My Sw<n:d hath drunk too deep of Grecian Blood, 
Why fliould it hXvSh with Thine ?\ 

Arift. Becaufe I am thy Country's ftedfaft Friend, 
And ever wiCb'd Deftrudfcion to her Foes ^ * 
And therefore .moft to Thee — Nay more, becaufe 
I'll turn a Traytor for the Bribes you promised. 
And place within thy IPower, thy ftubbom Foe i 

This hited Ariftides 

fb. Ha ! — By the Gods, 
mine Enemy. [Jtarts furprizd^ Sword half drawn. 
By Heav'n, 1 think I fear hini — or my Wrath 
liith watch'd itfelf to Drowfinefs — I've, ere now. 
Beheld Fate perching on my Foeman's Sword, 
And hov'ring round mine Head — I have feen Dangers^ 
As near rdembling Death, as mighty Rivers, 
Ere they be paft, do the vaft Ocean s felf : 
Yet never did my Heart beat fb appall'd 
As now, to fee Thee here, unarm'd, and helplefs* 
Arift. Thus fiirie, at ikCwj?/ Judgment Seat fliall 
fiaixi 
'J'he Innocent and Guiky 5 one o'erwhelm'd 
With confeious Shame, the other Bold and Dautitlefi ! 
Whence loiters thus thy Sword ? I thought, ere this. 
It would have picrc'd my Breaft *-~- Behold 1 lay 
It open to thee -^-~ Strike fiercely, as thou didft 
In Egypfs Fields, when thy Revenge iniatiate. 
Made half the Greaan Matrons thtldleis. 

[Sword JheatVd. 
itbem. My Heart pleads for thee — and thy 
Virtue charms me — 
And yet— beware -—Thou know'ft I am a Man^ 

£> 2 A Man, 
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A Man, whofe Spirit, as the Thunder turns 
The gen'roiis WJne, is fbur'd by his Wrongs, 
Sore wrought and fretted by imbitt*ring Injuries. 
Be wife ! beware — know thou'rt my fellelWoe ! 
Arift. I am boeaufe thou art thy Country's 

JEnemy ^ 
Bate me thaf Nkme, there's not that Mart on Earth, 
Whole Virtues lodge more neighboured to my Soul. 
^bem. Haft thou not fign'd the fatal Roll that 

banifli'd me ? 
Abfent, condemned my Houfe, Wealth, Fortune, 

Family: 
Haft thou not fet a Price upon niy Head, 
As for a Publick Robber, and pr<x;laim'd. 
The weighted Gold, for which my Blood ihall fell. 
Branding my Name with Traytor ? 

Arifi. This Athens did for Thee, and Lfor Athens. 
Tho' witnefs, Heav'n, when the harih Doom was paft, 
What Tears did wafli the publick Ways of Athens s 
What Groans did (hake the Temples of the Gods, 
To fee thee fb condeitih'd — Thou who hadft ftood 
The Bulwark, and lovM Champion of her Safety : 
The Safeguard, Ornament^ and Praifc of Greece ! 
But, who can blattie-the Parent, ^nhsn his Sonr . 
Strikes at his Life, to ftaiid on bi$ Defence, '»\ 

And ftab the Paricide who feeks his Ruin ? 

^b. Was I that Paricide ? — All-knowing Gods ! 
Judge you betwixt me, and my thanklds Country!^ 
Have not my Prayers been paid for .her Pro£pcrity? 
When did ftie grieve, that ever I rejoyc^d ? 
When did (he triumph, and my l^irit mourn? 
When fled her Foes, but when my Sword purfu*d 

them ? 
When did they conquer, but when I was gone ? 
Have not my Youth, my Manhood, and mine Age 
• Been wafted in her\Servjce, to de&nd 
Her Liberties, Pofleflions, nay, thoie Laws 
Which now (he turns to banilh, and drflroy me ! 

Ariji. I 
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jlrifi. I fee you're mov'd, but Truth muft not 
be fmoth^r'd. 
You know, ^bemifiocles^ you know your Banifhment 
Was drawn on you, becaufe you ftood fu^efted 
Of plotting with * Paufanias gainft thy Country ; 
Which, fince thy covert Flight, to Perfias Tyrant, 
And joining with him in cnllaving Greece^ 
Have but too well confirm'd -^— 

^^b. Thy Zeal mifleads thee — therefore 1 forgive 

thee , 

But know, if I did fly, I fled for. Life ; 
For the poor fond Defire that runs thro' all. 
Of breathing here a few toil'd Moments longer. 
And letting Greece behold my Ipotlels Innocence. 
For if my Heart, ere tainted with his TreafbnSi 
If ere my Soul thirfted for Athens^ Blood ; 
If, under the keen Anguifli of my Sufferings, 
The Smart of Perfccntion's Iron Rod, 
And all the Wrongs an human Soul could feel, 
J{ Athens held not ftill her Gralp within, 
S(tole half my Prayers, and almoft all my Sorrows, 
Dart here, ye Gods, your hotteft Bolts of Vengeance ! 
Oh Nature thou art ftrong — too ftrong and bufy, 

[peeps fullenly and groans. 

Arift. Then pardon Heav'n, and Thou, that (b I 
wronged thee. {kneels. 

Ye Powers, he weeps! the in jur'd Hero weeps! [rifes. 
The Deluge of his Grief overwhelms his Soul ! 
Oh let me join my Tears with tljine, ^bemiftocles ^ 
Thefe Drops ht lacred to our Country's Peace. 
No more my Foe ! my Friend ! my Soul's great 

Lord! 
Enter my Heart, thou rt zn- Athenian flill. 

^[weeps and' embraces. 

^hem. I am — I am — I am an injur'd one ! 



* Vide Nepos, Plutarch. 
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3S fHEMFSrOCLES, 

Arift. Injur'd, indeed, .but generous, and forgiving. 
Nay, 1 will wreftle with thee e'en to Death, 
'Till Lpreyail, 'till from this Tyrant's Side, 
I draw, tear, drag thee to defend thy Country. 
^bem. Ob that thou couldft — how happy were 

fhemiftecles! 
,But ah, hard Sentence — it muft never be ! 

Arift. Where is the Let ? — When once the Soul 

revolts. 
All other Ties are gone I Oh fpeak, 'Sthemifiocles^ 
Bound, as thou art, to Xerxes^ couldft thou fee. 
Say, couldft thou fte, thy native Soil enflav'd, 
Athens involved in Flames, her Fields in Blood 5 
Her Citizens murder'd, and her Laws abolifliM 9 
Her Virgins ravifh'd, and her Youth in Bondage: 
Nor give a Tear to mourn, an Hand to help her ? 

^hem. Say rather, could this Athens fee me thus 
An out-caft Exile, loathM, traduc'd, defam'd. 
My Fortunes Ihipwreck'd, and my Children thrown, 
Expos'd to the ftiarp Rigours of the World, 
Nor once repent, nor give one pitying Tear, 
One friendly Call, to fay. Return, fhetniftocles^ 
Return, poffefs thy ancient Fame, and Honours. 
Arifi. She had, fhe would, but that Ihe knew thy 

Rage, 
And fierce Reientment, would rejed: and (corn her. 
^hem. Ah no — one Word had call'd me back, and 

iav'd her. 
My Soul had quit her high Purfuits of Fame, 
Like the mann'd Hawk had haft'ned to the Lure, 
And lift'ned to the human Voice with Joy. 

Arift, Then lo, how Athens ^ and the Gods do 

anfwer rhee ; {^gives him a Parchment. 

Read there, a Publick Aft, my Care procured thee, 
Reverfmg.thy hard Sentence — with one Voice, 
Demanding thy Return, again to lead 
Her Armies forth, and gu^ni thy Country's Safety. 

c Them. Ha!— ^ 
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^bem. Ha ! -^ 'tis true ! Amazement ! do I wake ? 

[reads. 
My Banifliment repeard, my Fame reftor'd : 
Oh let me fcld thee to my Heart — no more 
MyFoe, thoujuft, thou good j thou generous Friend, 

[Embrace. 
My Heart is full of Athens^ and of thee. 
Oh let me tear thefe Shackles from thy Limbs : 
Curft be the Day that ty'd them, and thrice bleft 

[unchains him. 
This Hour, that Heav'n hath lent me, thus to loqlc 
them. 

Arift. Gods, how fweet, how pleafing to thie Soul, 
' Are the dear Tranfports, that from Virtue fpring. 
And never fhaken Honour ! — Oh ^emiftocles^ ^ 
Tear off thy Shackles too with mine — away — — 
Hafte, let us fly to Athens^ and again 
Humble her haughty Foes — ^ This brave Revolt 
Shall fink their Hearts as low, as it (hall raiie 
Thy glorious Fame on high — Whence that Groan ? 

d'bem. From a poor Heart, where XerxeSp and 
my Country . . 

Already are at War, and in wild Conxbat 
Fierce, ftrive for MaflVy — Oh Ariftides^ . 
Help ! aid me ! join, te part the horrid Fray. 

Arifi. Rather let Ariftides^ Aid be ask'd 
To give tht glorious ViA'ry to our Country ; 
Hafte, fly with me — Defert the Tyrant's Standards. 

T'h. No, Ariftidesj no ! — tho^ witnefs Heav'n, 
I think this Arm, no more, (hould dare to weild 
A Sword againft her, or, with impious R^e, 
Preiume to flab my Mother's bleeding Bowels ; 
Tho' the poor beggared Remnants of my Days, 
The Labours of my Life, fhall all be hers, . 
Yet, to rejeft my Friend, to fly from Xerxes^ 
To be ungrateful to his generpus Love, 
Betray his Kindnels, and deceive his Hopes, 
Is what my honeft Soul abhors to do ! 

D 4 Ari/}. Tihm 
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Afift. Then all's o'er-turn'd — how can you ferve 
your Country ? 

7*b. 1 hope I can, and nobly— —if the Gods 
Do difappoint thofe Hopes, I ftill have l^ft 
The noble Joy of periihing to lave her ! 

Arift. Oh! paufe awhile upon the mighty Hazard, 
My Counfels all are fafc. 

^b. But they're ungenerous — -- To fbrye my 
Country, 
Death, Ruin, all looK lovely, but Ingratitude. 
Yet I have thought of Mealures which the Gods, 
My Duty and my Realbn, bid me follow, 
Anfw'ring at once, the mighty Debt I owe 
My Royal Mafter, and my native Soil ; 
Yes, 'tis decreed — belpeed my Hopes, je Heav'ns ! 
X\\ truft my Power and Influence over Xerxes^ 
Which joined with Nefiptolemas^ fhall gain 
A lafting Peace to Athens — r-'Tis determined ! 
From her thou flial't appear as an Ambaflador, 
And at the Feet of Xerses^ feal her Pardon. 
Away, let's haften, and concert our Meafures. 

Ariji. I fear th' »Event — I fear for all ^ but moft 
I fear for thee, ^bemiftocles ! 

^h. Where is the Caufe ? or grant there were, 
alas ! 
Can ought betide us 111, while we pur(ue. 
The gen'rous Views of Honourr-^h my Pi^iend, 
The Gods to thofe, their great Affiftance lend. 
Who Truth and Virtue, for their Guides do take. 
And thro' the glitt'ring Baits of Fortune break. 
To hazard all Things fot their Country's Sake. 

[ExeunU 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Sl'be Royal Pavillion^ or ^ent. Enter AriMdes drefi 
as an Amba^adcTy mtb Themiftocles. 

Arifi. T Doubt your watchful Enemies Attempts. 
X ^b. Banifli mean Fears — my fettled 
Hopes are built 
Safe as the Eaglet's high impervious Aieries, 
On the clear Summit of a rooted Rock^ 
Mocking the Climber's Skill~*in Xerxes^ Heart 
My Services are grafted deep, and there 
Gr6w, Ihelter'd from all Storms * — ^ — * 

Arift. So may you find it now 

^b. Be't as it may — my Soul is fix*d on this. 
To gain my glorious Views, to ferve-my Country 5 
Or to atone the Wrong* my Sword has done her, 
• I'll put my Power, nay, my Life at Hazstrd. 

Arift. It is a dang'rous, but a glorious Venture. 

^b. Niy, I efteem it fuch — ^but I will on, , 
Where virtuous Honour calls me. 

Arift. Altho* Succefs, the Deity of Fools 
Should fail you, Fame and Virtue, which alone. 
Are worth the brave Man's Care, muft crown this 

Afkion. 
And haply, this Revolt of Artemifia 
May make him give our Pray'rs a readier Hearing. 

Tb. I rather doubt, it may have ftirr'd too much. 
His high and haughty Spirit-^Mcn like him. 
Of hot, impaffion'd Tempers, often, like 
Their kindred Element, when fct in Motion, 
Confuming firft, what kindled up their Flames, 
Catch round at ev'ry Thing, to feed their Fury, 
This Caution therefore, arm you firm in Patience, 

That 
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That throwing off the Stemnefi of your Nature, - 
You do apply the (oft, and fbothing Lenitives 
Of Lowline^ and Meeknefs, to afluage • 

All Gufts of Paflion that may rife againft you. 

Arifi. I am inftruiS^d. 

i'b. Oh, be fb — for take Note, lefs potent Men, 
When forc'd to ftruggle with fiiperior Power, 
Muft, like our (7f^«<:j» Wreftlers, oil and fmooth 
Their fuppled Limbs, to Iboth the rougher Grafp 
Of ftronger Arms, and looie their Hold the fboner. 
But hark, thefe Trumpets, (hew, the nuptial Feaft 
Is over, when the lovely Perfian Queen [^rumpets. 
Hath promJsM here to meet my fecret Summons. . 

Artfi. Her friending, or oppofing our Defigns, 
Import us highly — yet, to own my Fears, 
I doubt flie is io flufli'd with the vaft Views 
Of Power, and th* exalted Heights (he lias gain'd. 
That, like the Faulcon, towVing in h^r Pride, 
And warm, and eager, for the glorious Quarry, 
She will deQ>ife the skilful Faulkner's Call,. 
Nor liften to the Voice that us'd to guide her. 

7'h. RejeA fuch Thoughts— and lo, (he comes to 
aniwer them. 

Enter Nefiptolema crawtid- 



Nejzp. My ever-honour'd Lord, whom, next t% 
Heav'n, 
And far beyond what this poor World calls Great, 
I have regarded, I am come to pay you 
The firft Fruits of my Crown, and pleased, enjoy 
The fweetefl: Privilege of Empire here. 
The Power of pleafing, and obeying you. 

^b. Welcome, my Soul's Defire — thou • haft 
brought 
The lame Affedion, the fame duteous Fondne(s, 
That ftill adom'd thy Life, and made thee dear 
As Light unto mine Eyes : I fee — I hope. 
Thou art not changM at all—— 

Nejtp. Whence 
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Nejip. Whence is tHe Doubt? thoti krtow'ft, thou 

know'ft I am not. 
9'b. 1 doubt iny felf,not thee — fori, ihy Daughter, 
.Am chang'd lb much, perhaps, thou i^aroe can'ft 

know me; 
I'm turn'd the Friend, no more the Foe of Athens^ 
She hath reftor'd my F^me, regained my Heart, 
And I have vowM to fcal her Peace with Xerxes^ 
And join thy Prayers with mine, to bind it £ure. 
Nefip. Alas! I tremble for the dreadful Confe* 
quence. 
Oh fay ! fpeak ! whence proceeds this wond'rous 
Change? 
S'b. From Realbn, and from him— —behold this 
Man, 
Whom thus I fold unto my Heart, and hail 
With the firft Name 'mongft Men, a faithful Friend ^ 
But a few Moment^ fince, he was th* abhorred 
And hated Ariftides-"^^ 

Nefip, Still hold that Man. abhorred, who gives 
fuch Counfcls, 
To hazard, for ungrateful Aibens^ Peace^ 
My Royal Xerxes'" Friendfhip, nay, his Love, 
(If, bluihing, I may ufe fb kind a Name, 
To y^]fi&^»/ Royal Foe) — or, grant, that Love 
Muft yield to haughty Honour, is not mine 
CI dare not mention yours) tied flrjdly down. 
To ferve great Xetxes,^ and deteft his Enemies? 
STb. Miftake me not — I would be heard, and 

calmly. 
Ne/ip. If 'tis difpleafing to you, TU be filent^ 
But oh ! if Xerxes' Love, and Athens' Int'reft, 
Be ballanc'd 'gainft each other, ihall^ I doubt. 
To give one Tear, to. turn the Beam for him ? 
Why name I him? for Duty, Fame, and Honour! 
Oh ! can we e'er forfake him ? Oh ! bethink. 
My honour'd Sire, to what vaft Heighths, the Flood 
Ot bis high Love hath raised us. • 

^ rb. I've 



44 THEMISfOCLES, • 

Sr*/^. Tvenot forgot it — no, my Child, 'tis that 
Which fets me firm in Hdpe, and bids me (peak 
With Courage, to prevent our Country's J^ondage : 
Say, cap my Sword purfue her, when repentant 
She calls for Mercy from me ? — can I live 
By Atbms^ Ruin, working ovit my Way 
Into the World, moft Viper-like, by gnawing 
E'en thro' my Mother's Bowels? . : 

Nefip. I know not ought of that j but what I do. 
My Father fhall forgive me that I fpeak. 
I know, by all th' endearing Ties of Love 
And lacred Honour, we are bound to Xerxes ^ 
I know, I know, that in his generous K[eart, 
We live more neighboured now, and this Attempt — 

Arift. But ftill he lives an Enemy to Athens — 
Still think of that — there is the Thought, , which 

ftakes 
His inmoft Peace of Soul \ — 

Nefip. I Ipoke not to you— *muft I not be heard, 
When Xerxes^ Honour, nay, mine own's concern d ? 
I well remember, when your Law condemned 
My abfenc. Father, I would then have fpoke. 
But was not heard-^ev'n my Grief was ieorn'd. 
And my Sighs mock'd — muft it be fb agiin ? 

^b. Touch not 'on that, I hive no Memory for it — 
All is amended fully — he is now 
My beft efteemed Friend-r-and if 

Nefip. I know not what he is — I onjy fpeak. 
That once I knew him for your bittereft Foe, 
And ought to fear it ftill — Is he not come. 
To drive us like a Tempeft, from our Port, 
From Xerxes^ Heart, where we are lafely harboured. 
To perifh in new Storms of Fate again > 

ub. Fear not, my Child, be aiding to my Pray "rs. 
And Xerxes^ by fb many Ties fecur'd. 
Shall cheerfully applaud, and crown our Piety, 
' Nefip. Th' . Event's moft doubtful — wherefore 
iihould we rilque / 

Our 
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Our Peace,' and its great Fountain, Xerxes' Lpve ^ 
For cruel, thanklefs yfyhens ? — Oh my Father, 
* The Grecians ufe thy Power Iflce the Shade 
Of Ibme wide-fpreading Palm, wjiich when the Skies 
Are ctoudlefs and ferene, with barbarous Hands 
They ftrip of its fair Branches, and tear off 
its verdant Honours ^ -but tcturn in hafte, i. 

And leek for Shelter from it in the Storm. 

Sl^be. Be't fo.-— Yet know, while the leaft Bough 
remains . [Fretfully. 

A Twig, a Leaf,' they (hall be flielterMftill. .' 

Nay more, tho^ they had' ftript my Glories bare. 
My Head- exposM to all the angry Winds ; 
My naked Trunk (hould^face the growUiig Tempeft, 
And guard/them till I fell. i 

Nefip. lif^tts refolv'd, then wherefore am^ I calPd? 

^e. N<5i?t6 debate, but to befriend my Pto-pbles, 
And if my Pray'rs. with XersieS be repuls'd^ 
To fecond them with all thy foft Peduafion. ^ 
In this obey me, or, my Hopes deferted. 
Secure enjdy the mean I)elights of Empire, ^ 
And lafe on Xerxes Throne, purfue no more 
The nobler Heights of Fame, to which Td raife thee. 

Nefip. Oh ! wound me not with fuch luikind SuP^ 
picions J ■' 

Tho* much I fear oflfetiding royal Xerxes^ 
Yet more I dre^ the difoibeying«thee. ' 
No, take me, lead me.— My fond Soiil Is bound 
To follow thee thro' ev'ry Maze of Life, 
And truft thy Guidance thro' each Path of Ruin. 

^e. My Favourite ! nay, my Friend. — ^But hafte, 
retire; 
Th' Emperor comes.— — -^ To Arlfiides Care 
I leave it to inftfuft you in our Purpole, 
And Ipeak the generous Mod ves of my Cfaapgc. 
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Nefip. Your Will, your Lot, whace'er it is, tic 
mine. ^Exeunt Ncfip. and Arift. 

The. He comes.— Now think on't, Fate&— Fm fix'd 
r already. 

Enter. Xences witk.<jft4rfls and Srain. 

Xer. Wherd haft thw been ? what Cares for 
Xerxe/ Fame,' ; 

«Have torn ^hee from my Side, and robb'd the 

Banquet 
Of half the, tift Profufion i)f its Joys ? 

T'he, I teye pot Time for Joy ; methinjcs each Day 
Thus pai4 to ik)t;h&l Mirth, throws back our Hopes, 
^nd leaves^ 0^' In a vaft Arrear to Fame. 
Great Monarchs, like the Sun, IhouIdrftN^^ Hour, 
Be cirdifigj iwtnd the Eardti^ furveyingr^ 
SUeh %ff my Cares fdr.theej and, lo h^y bring 
Important Tidings to thee.. ... 

Xer. Thoumean-'ft the bold Retreat qf Artemifia^ 
With all h^i^ Troops* aiid our revolted Generals, 
Yet knoy/^ ^y Heart uidhaken fi^els the Lofs, 
But as tiie tainted Purginga^ of its Blood, 
Whofe Abftwe^ tho' it drains its Strength a while, 

'AddstoJ^^fikalth themoce. 

3*he. Let all thy Foes, likethofe Reyolters, fly 
Thy dreaded Preftnccr-rrViajnly they defert 
Thy royal Standards, white thy Name performs 
The Work of Armies, and unaided awes 
The ftubboni Greeks to.b^ii'dteneatb thy Throne, 
To own thy Poweri and fue for Peace from Xerxes. 

Xer. What mean'ft thou. ? Say,— — Peac^, and to 
me ? from them ? 

5tbe. Already Athens^' trembling at tby Name, 
Hath hither feafct her ^anqvufli'd ArijHdes^ 
Subfi»0^^ to mtreat thy great AUiance. 
Humbled with conlcious Shame, Ihe kneels before 

thee. 
And {ends her great Ambafiadpr to plead 

Her 



the Lover of Ms Country. 47 

Her Caufe, md hail Perfia^s majeftfek Mbnarc^. 
Xir. Haft^ call him in.- — ^— Now our u^-llfted 
Sword fEocit Tht. 

Is at their Throat, the Slaves cry out for Mtrcy^ 
And dread the winged Vettgeance of our Fury. 

Enter Themiftpcles with Ariflides. 

^be. -Behold the Monarch of this Baftern World, 
Whofe royal Ear, when the Affli&ed call. 
Stands open as th' unfolded Gates of Heav'n, 
To let the SufiTring in. 

j4rift. Hail to the glorious Majiefty of fVf/fa5, 
Before whofe Throne, as at the Seat bf Minos ^ 
The cQhgregated Nations ioieel for Juftice, 
And from his wide-ftretdh'd Mercy wait their Sfen- 

tence. 
Behold I come, deputed from the State 
Of Athens^ as their facHd Legate here, ^ 

To fue for Peace from thee, and clahti thy Frtendihi^. 

Xer. Thank'ft thou the Enmityofwanrina Nation?, 
That, like two Combatants, have ftood'fb Icmg 
In Honour's JPietd contending for the MfeAVy, 
Bath'd in each other's Blood, can be^ with Eafe 
Affianc'd, and their deadly Feuds renidv'd ? 
Sh^Ul a few womanilh Prayers atone for all 
The Millions of my Skin s for flau|hter'd.Hoftsf/ ' 
And thp red Camag:e of the mertild^ War ^ 
No. by the Perfian Ghoib, whofe Bcp^, dnbury'i 
Thick ftrew your Plaini,^! will have niighty^Vciii 

geance, 
Unlefi you ftoopfo low, that otir proud Arm 
Shall fcorn to fink you more. 

Arifi. Who lies upon the Earth, pan ialJ«>lo>wEP^ 
Already Greece difcomfited and vanqiilfh^d. 
With her beft Blood hath purpled Egypt's Sstxds^ • 
And bends beneath th' exalted Strength of Xerxes : 
Alarm'd /he fees grim War, with horrid Front, 
Menace h^ Peace, and, with its lt<m Teet^ 

Gnaih 
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rnafh deep to harrow up her torn Fields ; 
^]atftill,.fte knows^ that g^eatand godlike Minds^ 
Like yours, love more to pardon than deftroy ^ 
Mov'd with which Hopes, by me fhe fues for Peace, 
And courts your Mercy, while fhe owns your Power. 
Xer. *Tis well th* offended Gods, by Praytrs ap- 
peas d. 
Sometimes arreft the Thunderer's Bolts, to hear 
And ijpare the Wretches whom their Rage could 

crufh; 
And bc't fo now, that I, whofe Power on Earth 
Stands high ias.thcirs, in Pity may forgive 
The vanquiih'd Greeks^ and, as my SubjecSt-Slaves, 
Protect whom elfe I as my Foes had puniih'd. 
ffbe. I thank you, Gods. *— Greece is not yet & 
low. [Afide. 

Arift. Xifwe?/ great Soiil will lure in Bounty grant 
His high Alliance on fome nobler Terms i 
ThjJn Slavery and Subje&ion. 
. Xer. By Mitbra^ no / if 'tis for Peace you £ue. 
In Peace be Perfias Vailais. . 

Arifi. Vaflals and Slaves ? -—-No, we difiiain fuch 
Terras. . 
No, mighty Gods ! Greeks fuit not well with Bon- 
dage! 
* What ipore than human Power can'ft thou Ihew 
T'enforcefo Vaft a Claim, fuch abjed: Homage? 

Xer. I bring two Goddeffes of Race divine. 
Force and Ferfuafion ; Slave, now chufe thou 
whether. 
Arift. Then know, I bring two Goddefles as great. 
The Love of Liberty, and Scorn of Death. 
No, Xerxesj^ we can live thy faith&l Friends, 
Or die like fearlels Vots."— Greece is not yet 
So far abandoned by ^the angry Fates, 
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To buy her Peace with Chains! 

S^e. His Sternefi will, I fear, o'ertum our Hopes. 

Xer. Hence, Fugitive ! haft thou efcap'd our 
Sword 
In Efrypfs Fields, to conke and brave us here ? 
^ I thought thou cam'ft to bring me Earth and 

Water, 
The ufual Tribute that fiibmiffive Nations 
Send to their conquering Lords. — Go, tell thy Greeks^ 
Thofe who revolt to Xerxes fliall receive 
Cities for Villages, for Hamlets, Provinces ; 
While thofe thou .hop'ft dare meet me in the Field, 
Shall periih like weak Worms, trod down, and 

trampled 
E'en by their Feet ^gainft whom they turn in vain, 
-^ri/?. That yet is in* the Fates. 
Xer. *Tis falfe ! 'tis in our Sword, on which the 
Fate . • 

Of Athens hangs, and loaden witl\ the Wrongs 
Of my~^emifiocle,s^ fhall level low 

Her Bulwarks with the Ground. • Now, by Our 

Self, 
The greateft Name on Earth, I fwcar, ^hemiftoclesy 
With ampleft Retribution I'll avenge thee.-— 

* ^e. Moft generous Xerxes^ deeply am I bound 
In ev'ry View of Life to thank your Bounty, 
And may high Heav'n befriend me as I wilh 
Thro' the poor Portion of my Days to come. 
My Services, my Sword, my Life could anfwer . 
Such undeferv'd, fuch moft unbounded Goodnefi. 
Xer. What means my Friend, my Father, nay, 

my Soldier ? 
^e. By all thofe ever-lov'd, ftilKhonour'd Names 
I claim your patient hearing ^ — and if e'er 
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ily Toils have crown'd your royal Head with 

Via'ry 5 
If e'er my Sword hath propp'd your finking Empire, 
And i^read your wide Dominion where the Sun 
Ne'er faw the Ferfian Standard. Oh ! be kind. 
And grant my pious Prayer, while thus I beg 
For Athens'" Peace and Freedom. 

Xer. Ha ! by my Hopes, another Word like that 

• [Starts furpriz^d. 

Vill make me give thy Foes moft ample Credence. — 

Will make me think ;— but, ftay, l^ill not think it — 

Thou can'ft not.— ^iNo, — ^Thoii woi^'ft not join mine 

Enemies. 

S'be. No s whien I do, may Heav'n avenge fiich 

. Perjury. 
Have I not fworn at the confcious Shrines, 
Unending Faith to Xerxes ? 

Xer. Nay, what are Oaths, but fancy'd Bonds, the 
Mind 
Gives to enfure the Body, and put off 
Vain Words for Deeds, and Promife for Peribr- 

niance ? 
'Tis not to Oaths, which only bind whom Nature 
Had bound before, nor to warm Prayers and Vows, 
Which the felfe Man can feign, Vd truft my Heart s 
But, to thy former Life, which, as a 'Preface, 
Shews what its following Pages will produce. 
That bids me truft thee, and my beft Hopes with 

thee. 
And tells me, thou*lt prove true and faithful to me ^ 
Thou wilt not plead for Athens. -^*- — 

^e. Not while (he's Xerxes^ Foe.- — ^But lo, re- 
pentant. 
She flies fubmiffive ; humbled anJ! fubdued 
She bends before you, and implores your Friendihip. 
Tho' (he's repuls'd, I may, perhaps, be heard : 
If that my Wrongs obftrudt her Hopes of Peace, 
ilere I forgive them all, and thus I bend [Kneels. 
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For Xerxes* Grace, his Grace and Pardon to her. 

Xer. Forbear, or thou wilt raife a Tempeft here. 
Will tear thy rooted Int'reft in my Heart, 

And blaft thy full-grown Honours. -^ Is it thus 

Thou would'ft repay my Love? — Have not I mad« 

thee 
E'en as my (elf in Perfia^ raised thee high. 
And fenc a thee round with Power ? 
itbe. My Soul's beft Thoughts are daily paid to 

thank you. 
Xer. 'Tis falfe. —Are thcfe the due Returns of 
Friendfhip ? 
The Favours Monarchs do to worthy Nature's 
'Still born on the Wings of Love and Duty, 
Return unto themfelves, proving, indeed. 
The Source e'^n of that Power whence they flow 5 
Refembling thus the Rains Heav'n fhowers on Earth, 
Which make it rich, yet ftill afcend in Vapours 
To feed the Fountain whence they drew their Trea-» 
furesT 
. But, oh ! I find I've Ihower'd on thee my Bounties, 
Like Dews on parched Sands that dcink them up. 
And leave no Trace behind them. — "-^ Leave me ! 

fly! 
Ungrateful Wretch, and head the JHo^soi Athens r-* 
^e. The Gods o'erthrow methen.—— -Command 
my Death, 
But do not wound my Fame with vile Ingratitude. 
He that hath Nature in him, muft be gratefuj, 
*Tis the Creator's primary great Law, 
That links the Chain of Beings each to other, 
Joining the greater to the lelter Nature, 
Tying the Weak and Strong, the Poor and Pow'rful, 
Subduing Men to Heav'n, and ev n Brutes to Men* 
When I want Gratitude, perifti my Name, 
Abhorr'd by Xerxes^ by the Gods and Men, 

Xer. If thou would ft pafs for Grateful, kt thy 
Deeds, 

E z Not 
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Not idle Words, approve it. If thou'dft fliew 

Thy Truth to Xerxes^ here again renew 
Thy Vows to aid me in deftroying Athens, 

The. Alas ! I dare not. Bid this Hand lop off 

Its Fellow, and it (hall perform the Task ^ 
Or bid thefe goring Fingers from their Sockets 
Tear forth thefe Eyes that weep for Athens'" Suf- 

nngs. 
And they Ihall dafli them to the Earth, and ftop 
-GrieFs Blood-lhot Fountains.- — But to wound my 

Country 
Now fhe fubmits, is a much harder Task, 
Which my fwell'd Heart denies my Hand to do. 
Xer. By He^v'n, the Traytor owns his bafe 
Revolt, 
And lays his Plots, with Athens^ for my Ruin. 

^he. Oh ! think not lb. My Heart, my Sword, 

are yours. 

For ever yours. chufe but Ibme other Foe. 

Xer. I wills— I have: Thou art the Foe I 

chufe 
For Death and Vengeance. — Bafeft, worft of Men, 
Tve mark'd thee out for Ruin.—— Seize, difarm 
him. {Guards feize bitn. 

Enter Nefiptolema. ' 

Nefip. No, feize nie firft ^ and, for my bridal Bed, 
Give me my Grave, ere with unhallow'd Hands, 

You touch my Father.^ Royal Xerxes yfkyy 

Are thefe the Joys that fuit the nuptial Hour ? 

Muft then the Blood of my ^hemiftocles 

Cement our new Alliance ? If it muft. 

Here, let out mine : Mine, whofe unhappy Tears 

Prevail'd upon his gen'rous Soul to plead 

For our loft Country's Peace. Mine was the Guilt, 

And thus I come to claim it, and intreat [Kneels. 

For Mercy to her. No, no more for her. 

But him.— For me. —For all ! for my ^bemificcles ! 

Xe^r. All 
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Xer. All, all ConfedVates t6 overturn my Glory. 
Speak fome that can, for Wonder ftops my Tongue ! 
Am I in Perfia now, or have we reached 
The Grecian Confines, where my fecret Foes 
Have rufli'd, from Ambulh, on me, and betray'd * 
By my own Guards, my Crown, my Throne, my 

Bed, 
My Heart it felf becomes a Prey to Traytors ? 

Nefip. Have we deferv'd fuch Titles ? Is our Love 
To Athens fuch a Crime as quite excludes 
*A11 Title unto yours ? To yours. Oh Xerxes ! 
My firft, my laft, my only Source of Joy ! 
Oh ! look not (b incensM, but fmilc upon nie. 

As you were' wont. Can you, for one Offence, 

So loon forget the Vows of Love you breath'd 
So often in my E vs ? Where, where are all 
The kind Carefles, and endearing Fondnefs, 
That ty'd us to your Love.— 7-When, like a God, 
Your Power created us, and, out of nothing. 
Bid us rile up to a new World of Glory ? 

Xer. Say ! anfwer thou ; where are the lacred 
Vows • 
This Hour offered at the conlcious Shrines 
Of the al Weeing Sun, of Love to me. 
And ever-during Hate to curfed Athens ? 

Scarce made, but broken. Perjured, faithlefi 

Greeks^ 
Such is my Love to you. — Ay, weep ! weep on 
Whole Deluges, they ftiall be Ipent Jn vain. 
Thy Tears, that us'd to mejp my Rage to Softnels, 
As Show'rs that thaw the hard Froft as they fall, , 
Now coldly drop, like petrifying Springs, 
And turn my Heart to Stone ! — Away ! be gone ! 
Or Ruin may overwhelm you too with him. 

Nefip. Let it come down. What Ruin can exceed 
The LolJ of Love, of Xerxes^ of J'hemifiocles ! 
All other Mileries are fweet to that. 
Oh ! turn not from me.— Look with thole kind Eyes, 

E 3 . That 
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That once ^vith Favour faw my low Dlftrefs, 
And rais'd mc to thole glorious Heights from whence 
Your Anger hath, unpitying, caft us down. 
^Xer. Ay, think of that ! of all my Love hath 

done. 
To Venge your Wrongs, to raife your thanklefi 

Father 
High as the Clouds, where, like the Sun, I formed 
Another Sun, whofe Luftre rivalled mine. 
And (hin'd {o like mine own, the falfe one fcarce 

Could be diftinguifli'd from the true. For him. 

For you, I baniih'd all my -faithful Friends, 
And drove bright Artemifia from my Heart. 
But, by the Gods, I will amend it amply. 

Hafte! fly! recall the Queen. Bring back 

Mardonius * , 

And Artaban. — Hafte ! tell them that mine Eyes, 

My Heart is open d for them. — lay, I groan, 

I pant, I die, to do their Merit Juftice, 

) [Exeunt foine Officers. 
And bani(h hence thele Traytors. 

Nejip. Firft, let me die ! kill mc, before I hear 
Thofe dreaded Sounds again.— My Lord ! my King ! 
My Husband ! may I add, my Love, look on me ! 
Say, will you call her back ? Is there no Room 
Left for Repentance ? Grief hath pierc'd my Soul. — 
You mind me not. — You are not touched at all. — 
See ! I repent. — my Soul fhall join her Pray'rs 

, With yours, for Athens' Ruin. — Mighty Godsl 

May flie fall low ! may Kerxes triumph o'er her ! 

May his avenging Rage fall heavy on her. 

And lee her as diftrels'd, as loft as mc ! 

. Xer. Ha !• lay*ft thou? Sure there's Magick in. thy 

Pray'rs, ' 

That tho' Tve found thee falfe, I truft thee ftill. 
By Heav'n, thou^ft got fuch Hold within my Breaft, 
That, like a barbed Dart, the Pain js \t(s 
To let thee ftill lie there, than tear thee thence 

With 
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With furious Rage. Guards fct him free* 

I make tljee 
The Miftrefs of thy Father's Fate and Aiheni^ 
Since thou again can'ft hate her. — If thy Prayers 
Can, er6 the Ciofe of Day, jreclaim his Faith 
To ferve againft the Greeks^ by Arimanius^ 

rii yet be yours, and his.-: But, note ! if once 

The fetting Sun beholds our Mercy fcorn'd. 
Deaf to thy Griefs, fure Vengeance ihall attend 
So falfe a Miftrefs, and fo bafe a Friend. [Exit Xer. 
Arift. Hafte, follow him. —Thy Praj^'rs may yet 

prevail. *>> 

Nefip. Ah no! 'twere vain.— —I've loft his Heart 

for ever.'^ 

Unlefi my Father — ^But I dare not name it.— — 
1 will not, — ^muft not hope for Athens^ Ruin. 

^be. Oh ! add not that to all rtiy Weight of Mifery 
That bends and finks me down.— —No, crijel Fates,^ 
Tho' you can make me wretched, 'tis beyond 
Your Power to make me guilty. 

Arift. What's to be done ? Our fcanted Space of 
lime. 
Asks Husbandry.'- — Retire to your Tent, . . 

And there adjuft new Mealures. 
Stbe. Wherefore, what Meafures can the Ruin'd 
take, • [Sullenly. 

But to become their Fate, and fall with Honour ? 
Nefip. I do befeech you, by thefe Tears, by all 

[iVeeping* 
The fond Obedience of my Life, by this 
Laft fatal Proof of filial Love and Duty, 
That you'll retire, and fee if you can yet 
Retrieve your ftiatter'd Fortunes. 

STbe. Hide but thofe Tears, and lead me where 

thou wilt. . 

My loft, much injur'd Child ! forgive and pity tat \ 
Could not I fall, but I muft drag thee down. 
Spite of thy Prayers and Tears to (hare my Ruin ! 

E 4 Oh 
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Oh wounding Anguifh ! but TU bear it all, 
'Tis glorious for our Country's Good to fiill. 
•The Gods, who fiiccour Virtue in Diftrefi, 
Unhurt themfelves, ftill add to their own Blifs, 
And with more Joy fi-om thence their Heav'n 

poflefs. 

But thofe brave Men do e'en the Gods excell^ 
Who perifli for the Joy of doing well; [Exeunt. 

ACT V. SCENB L * 

^Ibe K6yal Pavillion. Enter Artemifia, Mardonius 

and Artaban, 

'Mar. T X r H A T giddy Star To-day prelides o'er 

VV Perfiai" 

The Fates are not an Hour of one Mind. • 
While, like toft Mariners, we're forc'd to veer. 
And change our Courfe with ev ry Gale they fend us. 
yirte. It matters not^ finge we've prevailed at laft. 
And rife triumphant o'er our proftrate Foes. ^ 
Again, Oh Perjta ! we return to grace 
Thy Ipacious Camps, and with our armed Hofts, 
^ . Secure thy Safety, and adorn thy Throne. 

I * j4rt. A glorious Change indeed ! 

Fate is abroad, and ftalking o'er the Field, 
Whilft harnefs'd Terror and Confufion drive ' 
Her Iron Plough, that overturns theFace 
Of Things upon the Earth, and in its Bolbm 
, Sows the hid Seeds of Labour. — On all Brows 
But ours, dark-brooding Care and Sorrow fa 
Mourning thefe Exiles Fall. 

Mar! They reign'd, indeed, among the giddy Rout, 
And'inth^ir Zeal and falfe Applaufe grew ftrong. 

Jrt. Say, 
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Art. Say, rather^ 'twas to Xerxes'" Sloth and 
Weaknefi 
They o^'d their Strength \ which, with their Ruin, 

now • . 

They ftrait fliall anfwer. 

Arte. Let the Weak threaten, whofe enfeebled 
Hands 
Want Power to match their Wills — we ftand poflefi'd 
Of our large Hopes, and let us ftrait attend 
Our mighty Monarch's Summons. 

Mar. The Sun is fet — let's haftc, the Night hath 

caught .us. 
Arte.* Lo Xerxes comes, and like another Sun, 
Riles to light us to new Days of Glory- — 

Enter Xerxes, attended- 



Xer. Come to my Arms ! my Queen ! lodge in my 
Soul.! \Emhrace, 

With thefe true Friends, where let our doubled Love 
Atone our paft Forgetfulnefs— then add not to 
The Bitternels of Grief, by vain Reproaches 5 
I'm now my felf again, and know my Friends, 
Whom thus my Heart bids welcome — \Ernhrace. 

Arte. Fate never more divide us — be our Hearts, 
Our Souls, our Hofts, our Crowns now join'd for 
ever. 

Art. My Emperor J my Sword is thine again. 
My Heart was ever lb 

Mar. And mine with firmeft Fealty. 

Xer, Such I efteem you — felf-condemn'd, I own 
Your Faith to me, and Service to our Crown, 
And brand my Fondnels to thele Greeks^ with Folly ! 
I will not hide my Shame, it looks too like 
Alliance with their Crimes — by all my Hopes, 
Thefe Minions, whom my Lov^ had rais'd to 

Heights 
I blulh to Name, have join'd with Greece againft mc. 
From me revolted, formM a League with Athens^ 

And 
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And with her Legate, Ariftides^ here. 
Renounced my Caufe, unlefi I fign'd her Peace. 

Arte. Horrid Ingratitude ! but they're found at 
laft 
Thefe finooth-fac'd Friends, tho' like 6lfe Gold, they 

wear 
The Monarch's Stamp, his Image and Infcription; 
Yet to the Touch-ftone brought, the fpecious Cheat 
Is ibon difcernM, and the falfe Metal icorn'd. 

Mar. Such Crimes do call for Puniftment, as 
ftrange 
And monftrous, as their Nature ~— Greeks and 
Traytors ! 

Art. Falfe, and ungrateful, to the beft of Kings. 

Arte. This we foretold you — 
While Xerxes — but I need not name a Weaknefi 
Your A&ions have condemned, and fbon will punifh. 
In thefe detefted Exiles. 

Xer. Here I abandon them ! be your Refentments 
The meafure of their Crimes — pronounce their 

Doom, 
And our Imperial Sandkion fhall confirm. 
And feal it irreverfible.— '^ 

^rf^.Then be immediateBanifliment their Sentence. 

Art. With Confifeation to the publick Service 
Of all the Wealth, immenfe, the (?r^f)fe amafs'd. 
And Forfeiture of thofe * Imperial Cities, 
Which, with unmeafur'd Bounty, you affign'd 
His Menfals and Domains % 

Xer, Be it decreed— and ere the Sun falute 
This World again, fee this, our Royal Mandate 
Enroird and executed 

Mar. That be my Care. 

Art. Till then, dread Sovereign, the publick 
Safety 
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Demands 
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Demands his clofe Confinement — ^ill it fiiits. 
Both with his State and ours, that here he walks 
At the full Length and Tether of his Power 3 
When in the Soldiers Love, we know, h^ ftands 
So lubthr rivetted, that with the leaft 
fihew of his Danger, the mad Rout would run. 
As if their holieft Temple were on Fire, 
And riique their Lives to fave him * 

Xer. That, in our Care, be anfwer*d — but behold. 
Where Nefiptolema^ no more our Emprefs, 
Her Trefles all diftieveird, and each Feature 
Sweird with the Rack* of Grie^ and confcious Guilt, 
Hafts, with vain Xears, to deprecate our Vengeance. 

Art. Admit hg: not—— 

Arte. Deny her Audience ! from your Prefence 
drive 
The falfe Deceiver — (he hath us'd fo teng 
Your Ear to liften, and approve her Falftioods, 
She yet may lead your eafy Faith aftray. 

Xer. Let me no more be doubted — I am firm ; 
My Wrongs have provM a Med'cine to my Heart, 
And cool'd the fevVous Poifbn of her Love, 
In my fick Blood ■—* . 

Enter Nefiptolema. ^ 
NeJJp. Where (hall I turn ? where, whither (hall 
I fly 
To find a Friend ! a Friend to my Misfortunes ? 
When Xerxes^ he,« who us'd to guard me from them. 
Is turn*d my Foe ; when he, who us'd to cheer me. 
Like a poor drooping Flower, with his Beams, 
Withdraws his Influence now, and leaves me blafl:cd 
With the cold Dews of Night, and dark Defpair. 
Yet, oh! if there are left (bme fm'all Remains 
Of Love and Mercy, in the Heart of Xerxes ; 
1 come— wi-etched and loft ! I come to claim them 
now ! « * . 

Xer. Is 
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Xer. Is not the Hour, affign'd for Mercy, lapsed. 
And all the Offers of my Love difdain*d, 
And facrific'd to Athens — to mine Enemies ? 
What can you hope from me, but fpeedy Vengeance 
For violated Faith, your perjur'd Vows, 
And unexampled Falfhood ? 

Nefip. In vain, indeed, iVe ftrove to move i'be' 
mifiocles ; 
Too well, I know, I fee the fetal Doom 
Is pafs'd, and our Deftruftion foaled for ever. 
No more my Sight is pleafing to thine Eyes ^ 
No more my Voic^ delights thee, or my Prayers 
Lull your wak'd Wrath — nor dare I hope (alas ! 
What can I hope, forlbok by Heav'n and You) ^ 
To Ihake the fettled Purpofc of your Soul, 
That has decreed our Fall — And yet, perhaps. 
My Royal Lgrd, in Pity may look back. 
On all the Truthy the Faith, the Love, the Services, 
The brave fbemiftocles (for oh, I fear 
To name my Self) once paid to mighty Xeroces ! 
You may, you muft remember, how his Arms 
Suftain'd your falling^Power, how his Conquefts 
Secur'd your Glory, how his harneft Breaft 
Stood like a Shield, between your Throne and 

Danger ! 
How oft hVas bled for you, and thinking t*bat, 
Mercy will cry, Let him not bleed again ; . 
Mercy will call to flop th' uplifted Sword, 
That ftands unfheath'd, to pierce his noble Bofbm. 

jirt. What mqan thefc Shouts ? there may be 
Danger in them, [^Shouts diftant. 

Things (land unletded, and fbme Hidden Change 
May take lis unprovided. ^Afide ?o Mard. 

Mard. Fear not^ Til watch each Motion, and pre- 
vent it. [^Afide to Art. ^ Exit. 

Arte. Alas ! the Coward trembles for his Life, 
And lends her here to whine for Mercy for him. 

Xer. I 
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Xerx. I (ee^t — 'tis plain — degenerate andfpirit- 

lels . 

But where Ingratitude, that Sin of Upftarts, 

And Vice of Cowards, once takes Root, a Thoufand 

Bafe, grov'ling Crimes* cling round its monftrous 

Growth, • 
Like Ivy to old Oaks, to hide its Rottennefs. 
Away, have done — know, for the Traitor's Life, 
Which he thinks worth his Pray'rs, we've fcorn'jd to 

take it, . ' 

Let him fly, banifli'd hence, and bear the Burthen, 
To aid the Greeks^ and plot againft our Glory. 
Nejtp. Alasl you, know him not, you wrong his 

Virtue. 
Arte. His. Virtue! how the Name becomes his 
Treafbns ;• 
Away ! fly hence, and banifli'd, feek fbme Mafl:er 
To flatter and betray. 

Nejip. Mufl: I notlpeak ? not for a Father's Life? 
May I not fue to fave e Parent's Blood ? 
Can't I be heard ? will Xerxes ftop his Ears, 
When all I ask, is to prevent the Death 
Of his once-lov'd ^hemiftocles ? — this Moment 
I left him proftrate, groaning on the Earth, 
Determin'd, by his Death, to expiate all 
His vain, imagin'd Guilt, refolv'd by one. 
One fatal Blow, to prove his Faith to Xerxes^ 
And Love to Greece— Oh hafle, in pity, hafte. 
Seize him, confine him, force him to your Side j 
Do any thing — do all to fave ^hetniftocles ! 
Prevent, lave, ftop the Ruin he refblves! 
And rufh between his Bolbm and the Blow ! 

Xer. What can this mean? has he refolvM to die ? 
Arte. Some poorEvafion to delude your Juft ice. 
Art. Some Artifice, in hopes to move your Mercy. 

{yajl Shouts. 
Xer. What would thefe hideous Clamours in the 
Camp ? 
^ Enter 



\ 
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Enter Mardonius and Officers bloody^ Swords 

drawny &c 
lUdr. ^rm, facred Xerxes ! take to your Defence^ 
While yet 'tis in your Power— Half the Troops, 
RaisM by Ibme Friends and Creatures ofj^bemifiocles^ 
Demand their General's Safety — ^bemifiocles 
Is all the Cry, for ever live ubemiftocles ! 
All Order, all Command defpis'd, part guard 
His ^ent, while others, like a Torrent, fweep 
All Opppfition down, and call aloud, 
Clafhin^ their Swords and Shields, to feize his 
Enemies. 
Xer. Villains and Traitors ! call our Guards— lead 
up 
The Carian Troops, and yours, to facg the Tumult — 
All will be loft ! will none defend our Safety ? 
Arte. Our Troops, our Lives flialP guard you. 
Nefip. Whom fliall they guard him from ? will e*er 
ubemidocles 
Lift up his Hand againft the Throne of Xerxes ? 
No, witnefs Heav'n, that knows his Faith's unftiaken ! 
Arte. His Faith ! abandoned Traitor ! — yes, thele 
Tumults, [vafi Shouts. 

Thefe Shouts proclaim it loud ! have not his Arts, 
And his Aflbciates, rais'd thefe delpcrate Rebels, 
To menace all our Safeties ? ^ 
Nefip. He raised them not^ Guardians of injur'd 
Innocence! 
Juft Gods ! oh whifper Love and Truth to Xerxes ^ 
Witnels, ^bemiftocles abhors fuch Treafons ! 

Xer. *Tis falfe, by Heav'n ! 'tis he has hatched 
them all. 
And while he wwks his fecret Mines of Ruin, 
Hath fent thee here to fpy upon our Weakness ^ 
Hark, thy Confederates call thee — hence, away ! 

[fvaft Shouts and Noife of Fighting. 
And join the Traitors ye have arm'd againft ns ! 

For 
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For ever from our Bed, our Love divorc'd. 
Here I abjure thee -~ Hark the Trumpet lummons. 

[irutnpets. 
My Wrongs, the Gods, and j^rtemifia call r > 

Gr^^f^ trembles, her ailbciat^ Traytors fall, S 

And our armM Vengeance fhall o'er-whelm them all. ^ 

[^Exeunt all hut Nefiptolema. 

Neilptolema Sola. 
Nefip. Falfe World ! Faife Hopes ! Ambifton ! 

Glory! Love! 
Empire ! And all thy glittVing Pomps, and Power, 
Adieu! Adieu for ever ! Yet, ye Fates, 
I could an^aign your Juftice, and demand. 
How Tve deferv'd your Rage ! — But I'll be filent. 
And fince my Dpom's pronounc'd, ru givi't fuch 

welcome. 
As doth the duteous Child, who in her Arms, 
To pleafe her Guardians^ takes the Woetch fee loaths. 
And makes his Bed her Grave! What mean thefe 

Tumults? \^Shouts. 

Forbid it Heav'n, that my Father's Ruin 
Should arm a Sword againft my King, my Husband. 
Rather than that, come all his envious Foes, 
And, trampling oa^his Virtue, clofe the Scene 
Of his high Fame, his Hopes, and mine, for ever. 

• ' {Shouts. 

ru hafte to's Tent, and know what me^ thefe 

Uproars^ 
Oh they are calm to thofe within my Bofbm. [Exit. 

SCENE II. Themift'ocles'5 fent 

• 

Enter Themiftocles, Ariftides, Demaratus, with 

Officers^ Soldiers^ and Attendants. 

St hem. Urge me no more ! your ill-diredled Zeal, 
While it hath aim'd this Shaft againft my Foes, 

Hath 
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Hath hurt ourfelf, and, with a mortal Wound, 
Pierced my beft of Life, my If ame, and Honour. 

j4riji. We've done what Men Ihould do, who 
dare prefer 
Their Friends, and Country's Safety to their own. 
With moft iucceisful Management we've gain'd* 
The half of all thefe Hofts to own your Quarrel, 
And fate our felleft Vengeance on the Foes • 
0£ Athens^ and T^bemiftocles. 

LUm. We have brought o'er the braveft, boldeft 
Veterans^ 
To rife for your Deliverance — In their Files 
Th^enrag'd Brigades do ftand, and with Iippatience 
Call for ^hemiftocles — Hafte ! lead them' on ! 
And Fortune is your own, to carve at Plealure, 
Both to your Friends, and Foes. , ,* 

^hetn. I think not of them — my firm Thoughts 
are fix'd 
On higher v iews — Alas ! my Hopes have foar'd 
Above this uifder World, and all its Cares -— 
E'en Ruin, or Succefs, are grown to me 
Alike indifferent — now not worth a Wilh, 
But never worth Sedition, or Rebellion. 

Arift. Is it Rebellion, to oppofe the Malice, 
OiAtbens\mo^ inveterate Foes, and yours ? 

^hem. Yes, when they're arm'd by Xerxes — Oh, 
my Hand * , 

Is chain'd unto my Heart, that dares not rife 
Againfl.him, ev'n in any angry Thought, 
Or one unkind Reproach — If he has doom'd me, 
I will not juftify my Foes fb much, 
To difbbey hiiii, and by Force refift 
Their Malice, or his Will 

Arift. Then, can you fee your CountrJ' thus 
expos'd 
To all the barbarous Fury of bur Enemies^ 
Nor rife in her Defence, when we have pJUc'd . 
The Power in your Hands, to guard, to fave her? 

Tbem. That 
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^bem. That might be fpar'd — Fv<5 ferv*d her 
well, and faithfully, 
Ja'cn to my Ruin ferv'd her — And fince, now 
I muft appear unfaithful unto Xerxes^ 
Or cruel to my Country, iVe refblv*d 
To perifli like mylel^ to fall Triumphant, 
And, with my Life, end the great, glorious Conteft. 

Arifi. Then yoi^ are firm to die ? 

^betn. I am. 

Dm. The Gods divert you from it — « 'tis a Change, 

Fcarfid to Nature ftill 

, 7*bem. To me it feems not fb — Is Life fb fweet. 
With all its Pains,' that Death's great Writ of Eafc 
Should be to dreadful to us, which is but 
Kind Nature's Alnis, to Fortune's wretched Beggars ? 
Sure he, who thro' his Life, like us hath fcorn'd 
(When tempted) to ihake off the human Nature. 
The Awe of Virtue, and the Love of Heav'n ^ 
Can never tremble, when his Honour calls. 
And bids him auit this Veil of Flefli, and Mifery ! 
All we ihould tear, is, while we a<% the Fart 
Of Men, we fink not from the glorious Chara&er 9 
Or, by fbme vile, or vicious Adt. difgrace 
The noble human Being — If we ve fear'd that. 
Then, unapp^i'd, our Hearts may Face Death's 
Terrors. 

Arifu It is moft true — I've liv'd but for my 
Country ; 
And, fince that View's no more, rather than fee 
Her Bondage, an<^ your Ruin, which I've caus'd, 
(Mofl innocently caus'd) I ftand refblv'd 
To fhare your worft of Fortunes, and fall with yoa 

Dem. Oh yet. confider, you may live to turn 
The Ballance ot your Fate^ relieve your Friends^ 
Defeat youi* Eneniies, and, once again. 
Reign in the Heart of Xfrx^j *~ 

snb.* Say that I could — it is not worth my Care — 
Alas 1 IV« try'd this World in all its Changes, 

F States, 



66. . fHEMISfOCLES, 

States, and Conditions ; have been great, and happy. 

Wretched, and low, and paft thro' all its Stages. 

And oh, believe me, who have known it bcft. 

It is not worth the Buftle that it cofts ; 

'Tis but a Medley, all of idle Hopes, 

And abjeft childilh Fears. • 

Arift. True, true, indeed — and fince you have 
decreed it. 
Then let us ftrait bid it farewell for ever. 
And, with a Grecian^ and true Soldier^s Spirit, 
Shake off its threatened Bondage. 

^betn. Be it fb — my Soul fliall lead thee to its 
Refuge ! 
Bring in the poifon'd Goblet, that ihall raife ' 
Our Spirits to the Gods — [Slaves bring it in. 

Dem. Then let me beg by all your Love, to ihare 
This Jaft, this bittereft Trial of your Virtue. 

S%em. I charge thee not, by ail our holieft Friend- 
Ihip: 
But when Death's leaden Hand hath clos*d our Eyes, 
In Grecian Earth, within our Country's Boibm 
Inhume our Bones, and labour to retrieve. 
My moft belov'd, moft injur'd Daughter's Fortune. 

^Dem. I will ! I will — I dare not difobey you — 

[weeps. 

^em. I thank your Love —» One kind Embrace. 

[Embrace. 
Thus, then Adieu ! Eternally Adieu ! 
My Friend ! my ever faithful Demaratus! 
Once, and for ever farewell, Arjftides ! [Embrace. 
My noble Rival in the* Race of Honour ! 
Here, in this Cup, be drown'd our ancient Enmity, 
And all the little Cares of mortal Being. 

Arifi. My Soul is waiting at my Lips to pledge you. 

Tbem. Make we Libation of the Cup \o Jove j 

[kneels^ and fours out fome Wine on tbe Ground twice. 
Jove the Deliverer, and Avenger: 
To Mercury^ of the Earth, and Heav'ns higjh Powers ; 

And, 
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A|id, as at Salamis^ with chearful Hearts, [rifis. 
Dauntlds we chargM, and overthrew the Perfians^ 
In Search of glorious Death, or beauteous Liberty, 
Find we thofe Bleffings now [drinkf, . 

Arifi. Give me the healing Cordial for a Soul 
Sick of this Wretched World — Ye mighty Spirits, 
Who, in Defence of our dear Country s Liberty, 
Bravely rcfign'd, and offered up your Lives, 
To you I drink, invoke you to the Pledge, 
And hafto to mingle with you [drinks. 

Siem. What, look you Pale already ? How is't 
with you ? 

Arifi. E'en as with one, who in . mid Ocean 
Ihipwreck'd, 
Strives yet to iwim a little, and lurvive* 
A few fliort Moments ere he finks for ever. 

Bent. I fear your Enemiesapproach. 

[ Shouts at a Di fiance. 

J?j&. Fear thou that art to live^-- we have Ihook off 
That* Bondage of the Soul — Yet, Nefiptoletna^ 
StiJJ I muft fear for thee— But, lo Ihe cpmes. 

Enter Nefiptotema. 
Yet, once again my fond defiring Ey^ 
Behold thy Face, mine Arms fhall fold thee clofe, 

[Embrace. 
And my pale Lips fhall bleis thee ere I die. 

* Nefip. Fate Ihan't deny us that, tho* Xerxes' Sv/otd 
Fills all yon Fields with Blood, and thirfts for thine. 
Trampling o'er all thy murder'd Friends, he cdmes^ 
Surrounded with our F9es — Hafte, Fly, Efcape, 
Before their Vengeance fcize you. 

H^em. Thro' my Life's Race I never fled my Foe, 
Nor will I think on't now. 
Arifi. Farewell to Life, and diee, much-wrong'dl 
' h^emifiocles ! \^ • - [dies, 

^em. What, art thoji gone ? Farewell, thou noble 
Grecian^ 

^ V z The 
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The trueft Patriot, and the Jufteft Man, 

Be writ with Tears upon thy honoured Grave. ♦ 

Nefip* What means this ? Who hath flain him I 

[^ftartsfufpriz% 
Hafte ! Speak ! Alas ! my Fears out-run thy Words ^ 
You have forfbok me, ftole to Death in private. 
And left me in a wild unpitying World, 
Priendlefi, and defolate — This Bowl is poifbn'd -r? 

S'b. It is — 'Tis that which hath delivered him. 
And is untying here the Load of Life 
Which I have bore fb long — 

Nejip. Then here is that which fhall fet free my 
. , Soul, 

And lend me Wings to fbar with you to Hcav'n, 
That fliall prevent the Triumph, the edg*d Scorn, 
'OiArtetniJias Pride, and Xerxes^ Falihood. 

[goi7ig to take the Gohlet off the Stable^ be feists it. 
Lend mt the Bowl — -^ for never did thy Hand, 
Reach me fb rich a Cordial, lb true Comfort 

^bept^ It muft not be, fuch Prefents ill would (uit 
So fond a . Father's Hand — — Oh, bi^t enough. 
That my rafh Folly hath undone thy Peace, 
Let me not kill thee too — thou flialt not tafle it •^'~- ^ 

Nefip. By all the wild Defpair that tears my Soul, 
I muft- — I will— — unkind —— Can you fuK>ofe 
I- poorly would furvive the mighty Lofs 
Of Love, ofj&rxesy Gfory, Fame, and Thee ? \ 
No, give me Daggers, Poilon, Plagues, or Flame: 
Oh, ^ny Fate but that — Lend me the Bowl, 
Wy Soul's athiril to die — — Slftrvves to feize it. 
. St^henL I cannot, will not, ~ Thy ^ear Love arrefl* 

My half confenting Hand -^-^ [Sbouts. 

^' Nefip: Hark, they approach —— Sayi . wouldft 

thou fee me live, , 
Piffia^s vile Scorn, . ianid Artemifia^s Slave ? 
What ? Can you leave me to my Foes abandoned, ^ 
Arid grudge to tak^ me M^ith yoto ? _ 

,: ■ • • . i%em. My 
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9%. My Spirits jicken ; — Say, can I refclvc 

To fee tiiee periih ! periihiag by me 

fAy Nerves droop, flackned, and my Ha^d grows 

weak. 

And trembles while it ftriiggles to preferve thee-^— 

I bend to Earth — ■ yet thus, thus to the Jaft 

{Jinks dpwHy ayd dajhes down tJ^e Bowh 

I'll wreftle with thee for thy Life, and iave thee. 

Nefip. Oh moft unkind !— Whatdie beforeme too ? 

Nay, then, thou fetal Minifter of Deathy 

. [feiZQs Ariftides'j Dagger^ and fiahs her [elf J 

I gralp thte faft, and plunge thee in my Bofom. 

Hem. Oh ihe is flain^ . . 

ihem. Is the Deed d^^c^ ^ Fearful, 4«;;ithpught«o£ 

Chance ! . 

Oh, DemarMuSj lay me by ;her Side, 

That I may eafe my Head on her iov'd Breaft, 

And weep awhile, and die *— What Noife as this ? 

{Noife of^ Way for the Etnperon 

Still do I live ? De^h, are thy Darts fo blunted. 

Or, is thy Arm too weak to match my Spirit? 

D^«!^.'Tis Xerxes^ Self, who, with your furious Foes^ 

Haften to make you Prisoner — Lo ! they're here. 

• 
Enter Xerxes, Artemifia, Artaban, Mardonius, 

Guards bloody^ all Swords drawn. 

Xer. Where are the Traytors hid to 'Icape my 

Vengeance > 

Ha I by the Gods ! here is a Scene of Death, [ftarts. 

That melts my Rage to pity — Whence is this ? 

This wounding Sight ? --»- Lovely ill-fated«Maid ! 

A» I thy Murderer ? Oh fpeak, ithemiftocleSy 

What means this Pomp of Ruin ? * 

{kneels by him on one Knee. 

^bem. Read there our Fafth to thee, and Love to 

Athens j * 

Behold the Fate of an unhappy Man, 

Who, having ftabb'd his Country, ftrpve too late 

To 
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1 To heal her Wounds, and periih'd in the Strife, 
Of bravely laving her, or (erving thee. 
I feint! I die! Oh let my laft b^ Pray'rs 
Find Faith with Xerxes^ while I call the Gods 
To witnefi to my Truth to thee, to Perjia ; 
And, with my lateft Breath, implore for Peace. 
For Athens, and Forgivenefi to TbetnifiocUs. [diet. 

Arte. Wretched unhappy Exile ! 

^rt. He's dead! and XerxM now begins foreign! 
, , Mard. Perfia be iafe ! thus perifti all thy Foes ! 

Xer. Away,yeTraytors to my Famean(iP(T/<»'«! 
[ftarts^up. 
*Tis you o'erthrew him — — By the Gods I fte. 
The Greek was true and faithful — - vanilh ! fly I 
Or Vengeance fliall o'ertake you — Yes, ^emijioclesy 
Thy Prayers are heard,- and Athens (hail have Peace. 
With Honour haft thou run thy noble Race ; 
Thro' endlefs Ages Ihall thy Glories bloom. 
And never fading Lawrels grace thy Tomb, 
While future Times my Folly muft reprove. 
For thy wrong'd Friendfliip, and my injur'dXove! 
\^Curtait$ falls, 
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EPILOGUE. 

[The Curtain being down. 



WELLy now airi over^ with this glorious Greek, 
I^ray gi've an Englifh Ifbman Leave to /peak. 
I never likd tbefe Plays of Greeks and Perfians 5 
3'bofe virtuous Fools ^ are One of my Averfions : 
If Greeks would die^ to ferve ti?eir Country^ Jong fince^ 
Muft we be plagud with fucb old-fttfhion^ d Not^fenfe r 
I don't know bow you II like it ; hut in France 
^ Man were bangd, fitcb Maxims to advance. . 
But you^ rougb Britons, with your cur fed Bravery^ 
Haw fucb a vile Antipatby to Slavery ; 
Tou^d ratber die like Fools ^ in Freedoms Caufe^ 
S'ban once furvive your Liberties and Laws , 
But^ for my Part^ Good Friends ^ upon my Confcience^ 
til never die a Martyr to fucb Nonfenfe. ' 
S'ake beed^ dear Beaus, tbefe DoSirines fpredd no 

furtber ; 
Bo not for Britain^ Good^ commit Self-murder. 
Wbat ! give' up Love and Life for fenfelefs Honour ^ 
And Care of one's dear Country ?~fob upn ber f 
IVell^ let me die^ tbefe Bards are awkard FoolSy 
2o offer us fucb rigid formal Rules ^ 
That onlyfuit witb Pulpits^ Books orScbools. 
Rules ; but tbat Metffind'fitter of tbeir own 
^0 walk by^ would turn Europe upfide down. 

• « 

. / ' But, 
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But^ thank our Stars y we liw in letter ^niei^ 
S* ban moral Poets paint in tnufty Rhymes ;- 
Now J Men haw Senfs enough^ to take the Meafurs 
Of Public k^BleJjingSy by their Private-lreafure j 
For if were out of Place ^ or Poor^ d^ye fee^ 
W'by^ wbafs the Puhlick^Good to you or me? 
E^en let us make our Fortunes^ honeft Friends^ 
jindfink or fwim^ dear Country — we^'ve our Ends. 
What think you-^ Britons, are^n^t we in the Right ^ 
TTou^re loth to fpeak—^vell tben^ SirSy I in'vite 
Tou All to anfwer this; Sto^morrow Night. 

[Goes out, and in a little time Returns 
. in a Hurry.* 

Hold I bold! ftay ! jiay I—good lack^ I haw forgot ! 
So fpak much more^ about-^tbe Lord knows wbat'^^ 
Stay^ ftay ! my Stars ! how one is forced to bawl I 

Sit dawn ! berets a Mijlahe ! fve not fpoke all - 

Where is this Prdmpter ? — rot you for a Dog, 

[ftrikcs him. 
/ tbowjht fd fmfh^d the wh^h EpiloTue. 
Let's fee the Paper'^fo--''Slbe Baramknewn^ [reads. 
Says^ that be throws this Piece upon the 9!own^ \ 

j4s Negroes try their Children // it fwim^ 

ffe^ll own it— — // it finks - — fink on for him ! 
Tet^ tho' difowfid^ yoiire all obli^d to cherijh 
A Play^ that's thrown^ like Baftards^ on the Parijh. 
E^en Club fort then^ and as known Furgblers get 
Brats fathered on them, do you father IVit ; - 

jind if there s any here^ that likes to own 
, itjbis fpurious Piece ^ he may— for Half a Ctown^ 
If alfs rejeded^ and if no Petitions 
Can fcreen our Author from too hard Conditions^ 
He i)ows to burn bis Books^ difcard his Mufe^ 
And plead like School-boys whipt^ the old Excufe ; 
^^s the Firft Time^ fave him this Once^ and then^ 
Indeed ! he'll never do the like again, 

a 
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